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PREFACP] 


The following stories arc now published iu a collected form 
for the first time. To the reader, therefore, they will be 
virtually aa ne\f mattaic^ 

It will be observed that in the first three stories some of 
the characters arc reproduced, though, in one instance, 
merely a name—that of Chase. Ws. Honry Wood intended,* 

had she lived, to weave these stories into one romance. 

§ 

How this would have been accomplished by the expe¬ 
rienced hand of the author ot “ East Lynne ” we do not 
doubt. Fresh plot and pew charactera would have been 
introduced into the nariativc, so connecting one story with 
another. But thejxjn was laid aside before the purpose 
was carried out; and it only rcmaini^ for the reader to 
* imagine for himself ,a chain of circumstances by which 
these now separate thr?ads would have been gathered into a 
consecutive and cbraplete whole. We have stated the fact 
because it undoubtedly adds to the interest of the following 
9 pages, which arc amongst the most graphic and vigorous 
of the stories WviLiien by Mrs. Henry Wood. 

One more remark may Ixj made. It may be said by some 
lhat the leading incident, the three-fold tragedy, in the 
r story of‘“Mr. Castonel,” is far-fetched and improbable. 

I But truth, we know, is sitranger than fiction, and these inci- 
dente in the care-er of the surgeon are founded upon absolute 
fact* 
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OHAPTEE VITl. 

‘SvaicLr.Y FOR bvkr!*' 

“ Ashlry for ever I ** ** Storm for ever I ” Now Sr^rtvlet- 
an(l-))urplo f Now Yellow ! Who wins ? Who losiots J 
Paiiners floating, stroaincra flying, drums heating, trumix^ts, 
blowing! Oh, the confusion, the excitement, the noise and 
worry of a contested election! 

® ^riie green balcony in frc»ut of the Ashley Arms was 
crowded with gontlomon. 'L'he rosettes of scarleL-and- 
purplc ribbons displayed by somg of them were^ sufficient to 
denote that they belonged to the Ashley party, fcttanding 
bare-lieadi'd in its centra, ohd leaning over the rail, as if 
about to address the mob, w/ls the candidate in the Ashley 
interest. lie was a tall, pleasant-looking man, somewhere 
about thirty, whh light curling hair and a keen grey eyo. 
lb was Arthur Ashley, but liis face was tliiuner than it used 
to be and his frame less robust. The eounty returned two 
members. The one, Colonel Puget, had been its I’eprosenta- 
tivo inany yearn, and was always sure of bis return, and Sir 
JTeiir^ Ashley had now broughi his nephcwJorWhrd as the 
other. Yery little canvassing had taken placer it was 
thought unnecessaiy, for (t contest was not contemplated : 
when, a few days before that fixed for the\jlcction, a third 
mail was announced. Who was it ? No one <Jould tell at 
first 1 but to the astonishment of the public and indigncation 
of Bir Harry, it turijpd out ti^be Richard Storm, an attorney 
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ill extonsivo practice at Stoptoii, a lu i^liiiominf? town. 
Then began all ilic bustle, the ill-feeling of a contested 
election. Storm was a popular man iti his voc«ition, of 
ready speech and vulgar wit, but that took uith the multi- 
'tud'C; and he was certainly n bold man, for ho had apjwaied 
jn the village of Asldcy^ to court the Ashley votes, which 
any one ejse might liave supposed to be as safe as Sir Henry’s 
own. Sir Hany consjquently was in a towcrhig passion, 
and wrote an oxaggcr.itcd account of the proceedings to his 
wile, who was then sojourning in London on her return 
liDiii Vuris, fully expecting her to sliare in his indignation. 

* A wide yellow banner, “ Storm and the Peoplfl for cv( r! ” 
.was streaming from the beer-shop, opposite tlie only inn in 
the place, which was the Ashley Arms, haughtily inacces¬ 
sible to anything ydlow. This ker-shop had a flat roof, 
asccndable by a ladder {ind a tiup-door. It was not ai 
inconvenient standing spot, and. for want of a better, the 
yellows madp the roof their head-quarters, where Mr. Storm 
hajangued the Asliloyitcs. At the }jresent moment the 
roof was deserted, for the yellow band and the banners and 
the committee, and what reft.’uits they had been able to 
enlist, were on a paiuding tour through the village. When 
they came in front of the Ashley Arms, Mr. Ashley had 
begun liis speech: hisses, groans, and drums instantly struck 
up, to* drowu it, •but Mr. Storm wa^ed his hand and 
commanded silepce. 

“ My friends and followers,” he said, “let us not foi‘get 
courtesy.* Qur rival in the Scarlet-and-purplc interest is 
speaking. Well,‘let Idm speak; why should we iutcniipt 
him? Keep silence. Who‘8 affeid ? ” ^ 

Arthur Ash%, With a half^smile, inclined his head to 
Mr. Storm, and continued hfe address: 

" I need not remind you that I am one of yourselves. 1 
liave grown up amongst you, and your interests are identical 


with mine. If there is one spot pn this c^rfcU that is dear 
to me, it is Ashley : if there is one above all 

others, see prosperous and happy, it k Ashloy! i| inhere it> a 
body of men I would serve at the saoriiice of time, health, 
and spirits, it is yon, my friends, who liavo been bom and* 
bred at Ashley. £ need not say that I will support those 
incasnres ealonlated to conduce to your prosiKniy, dr that 1 
wili strenuously oppose all such as would tell unfavourably 
upon you and upon your soil, becausS it would be impossible 
for me to do otherwise, for I rcix’at that I am one of your • 
selves, and in promo^insr your honour and welfare, I pro¬ 
mote that of my own family. You have ever found Sit 
Henry Ashley a lilwral Imdlord ; you found Bir Aitbur 
BU<h; you—*—” 

At this moment a cariiai'e*and**fonr came thtindering up 
the hill—for the village of Ashley was not built on level 
ground—the jiostboys wearing yellow rosettes as lai^e as 
their hats. It scared the crowd, whether scarlets or yeUow's, 

1 igbfc and left, and drew sharply iTp, underneatlAhc balcony, 
“Who in the name of- winder is this exclaimed\Sir 
Hai^y Ashley, as he stood at hk nephew’s elbow. “ A w’oll- 
appoinled carriage, gentlemen,” lie wbkpoi'cd. “Where 
can our fru-nd of the law liave picked up so iuflucnUal a 
supporter ? ” 

“ Why—egad, Sir HaM*y I it is yojft own carfiage! ” 
responded Stpiire Prout. “What tho diotas does it 
mean ? ” ^ t » 

“Ily can-kgcP’ loftily itttcM<thc offendetf baronet. 
“ I think you mistake, s^jiiire.'* 

“ It bears yotu? aiTfias, attany i-dte.” 

Sir Hariy AshfeJ put on hk glasses, T<^ hk wtoaafsment, i 
to his horrmt, almost to hk dtead, the 4teiage.did bear hfe 
arms, Btit this compound of .feelings Was as nothing to 
the dismay which ovei-j^Worcrf him, Aon Lady Asblev: fits 
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wtfts IjLftlid hn% of carriage window, and Ixei* 

head after ifc, ai^d fwn^g abot^ a yellpw rosette, larger than 
any them# 

“ Ilfy dear,*^ he roared out ia his sonorous voice, though 
perhaps, hed ho betrayed hia genuine feelings^ he would 
Jiavc addressed her by a less endearing title—**My dear, 
you are labouring under a confounded misapprchenBioii. 
Our Colours are scarlet^ and purple. Postboys, throw those 
yellow drabs to the ground.” 

“Postboys,” retorted I^ady Ashley, “keep the hows where 
they are.” Though exceedingly darfe^ as one born in a 
warmer clime, she was a very handsome wohian, nearly 
-thirty years jounger than Sir Hairy, and she looked foith 
on the crowd with a determined countfbnance and daring lip, 
“ People,” she began—no fear that she, in her haughty 
cxclnsiveness, would ever address inferiors as “ friends 
“ people, I atn the wife of your chief, and I forbid you to 
record your yotes for himJi 

§he pointed, as she spoke, to Arthur Ashley. Bir Harry 
stood speechless with consternation. 

“ You know,’^ she went onf “ that Sir Harry had a son 
born tp him, the heir to Ashley, You know that son Wiis 
drowned*. You were told it was an accident; that the 
child Ml into the stream; but I, his mother, tell you it 
was no accident i that wicked man pushed him in, for he 
stood between him and Ashley. Will you permit such a 
man to b^yotiT r^resentative 
A conflicting sound rose from the astonished crowd: 
murmirs, hittesjl And gtpnns* intend^ for the lady 
speaker, some for A^sjdey* ' ' 

“But his criiiQ ha^ hot lucoeeded-^fiohaa been foiled 
once ittQre,”-Qontoued tady Ashley, her Wk i^e assum¬ 
ing :dn‘expression of mali^nt tri^ph. **lle put one 
heir out of the ^vny, but anojShe^, as ypu have heard, was 
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bom to iSir Harry. Look at him.*’ She aei^cd, af* blic 
spoke, an infant of a few months old, perhaps eight or ten, 
who bat hy her side on the knees of hia coloured unrse, and 
held him up to the window, where hut little of hia face 
t'oiild be seen for the mass of yellow ribbons in his eaj> * 
bordfu*. “ Vote for the yellow, people I Yellow for ever! 

“It is as big a crammer as ever was imagined, good 
friends,” screamed out little {Surgeon Gay, stutter’ug in 
his evcitement, as he looked dtuvn from a corner of the 
balcony, “and if it vvere lut out of respect to Hit flurry^s 
wife, I’d tell it yon ki btrongor language. The child did 
fall in; he foil in of his own accord : and I’ll be upon 
oath to it, and so will Miller Heath’s wife, who saw it done.. 
Her ladyship’s gone »little hfrp, with the sorrow,” tai)ping 
his forehead, “when she says that. Mr. Ashley had no 
fuore to do with it than yon or 1 had. Asliloy for ever! 
Long live Arthur Ashb‘y ! ” 

Hut with a wave of the hand, and a smile that expressed 
conlideuec iji the crowd, I/ady Ashley had signed to the 
potboys, and the carriage had resumed its way to Ashley. 

Mr. Ashley, with a pale cdiintenauce, expressive more of 
sorrow than of anger, attempted to resume liis speech, but 
public speaking had been put an end to for that day, and 
he was hooted down. Some of the mob tore, huzzaing, 
after Lady Ashley’s carriage. As to* Sir Harry * all ho 
prayed for was that the balcony would fall in and let him 
dowp beyond sight and shame. 

JYow it vvas a perfectly well-known fact, knofn beyond 
the possibility of doubt, that the death t)f* the young heir 
to Ashley w*as puyely aooWentaL The greater portion of 
those who made the crowd knew it to be 8o, and that Mr. 
Ashley, as Surgeon Gay said, had no more to do with it 
than they had. Nevertheless, will it .bo believed that they 
were ready, now tl^e cue httl been given them by Lady 
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Abhioy, to cast the crime in Uis teeth ? Richaid Storm 
wab liberal with his seevot money (or with &omel)ody clw’b), 
tlie bccr-i^iop kept its taps flowing free of charge, day and 
night, and the usual madness came over the voteis. 

When Ashley rose the next morning, the walls vs ere 
covered with placards* “ Who boned the child ? ” “ Don’t 

vote for Ashley, the m-r I ” “ What became of the 

heir ? ” Streams arc Jiandy I ” and with nnmcrotis others 
of a similar tendency. Whilst a wretched daub hud been 
Hastily got up, of a drowned child being fished out of a 
stroinn, with a gentleman in black,^stipposcd to repieseut 
*A. A., peeping round a tree with fiendish trJfuinph; and 
. tjiis was borne on a banner about the Village. The unjust 
feeling grew to a pitch of excitement^really marvellous, and 
when the following day came, which was the polling one, 
J\Ir. Ashley lost his election, * 

Sir Henry Ashley (to go back a day or two) descended 
from the balcony and stiyde after his wife’s Carriage, far 
m<^’e excited than the crazy mob. It was reported after¬ 
wards that, upon his reaching Ashley, a violent scene of 
disagreement took place between him and his W’ife. Certain 
it was, Sir Henry left within an hour for Stoptoii, and 
remained there until after the election, though he and his 
wife IM not met for mouths, lie liad last seen her in 
October, and it wees now June, Illness—^the remains of a 
dangerous fever—had obliged him to return to England, 
leaving his wife and infant in a remote part of Fi^mce. 
Shdrtly after, she had ak>o journeyed on her return as far 
as Paris, and she had stopped until now, neglecting 
her husband’s letters of surprise Ind remonstrance. 

As Sir Henry left Lady^ Ashley’s room, banging the door 
after him and striding along the corridor with angry step, 
he passed the chamber used as a nursery, and, hearing the 
infant’s voice, turned into it. * Little Blanche his daughter, 
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who had been hia &ulo companion dunng her mother’s 
absence, was playing with the babo as it sat <ni the knoo 
of the West Indian ntttsc. It was one if the lightest 
children in complexion ever seen. Blanche wiw fair, with 
fl.nen curls, but the infant was totally dissimilar, io her. 
Its hair and eyebrows were near^ white, its face waa <tuite^ 
white, and its eyes were of a light, faint shade of bltjc. It 
was a strong, big child, wn*th wide, coarse features. 

Tne baronet naturally proceeded to take notice of the 
boy, not having seen it biiicc it was two months old. lln 
drew Blanche awa), tot down, and hold out his hand 
playfully. ** ^ 

** Norso ! K'aua ! ” he suddenly broke foiiih, springing up. 
as^aiu wore quickly thhn he had Stooped down, “ what have 
you been at with the child ? Yon have changed its eyes 
and complexion.” 

The dark woman looked up, terror and perplexity written 
on her face, had Sir Henry becq keen cnougl^ to read it, 
Her lips were strained back and her white teeth stood oi^. 

“^N'ana done nothing,* massa. Piccaninny same little 
piccaninny that massa leave.’^ 

“ Same ? of course it is the same, you stupid woman 1 1 
suppose,” added Sir Henry more” slowly, ** these young 
babies do change their looks.” He stooped again, and 
would probably have taken the child, but at that moment 
he heard his wife’s door open and her voice calling for her 
French maid, Elsie, whom she had brought from Paris. 

** Changeablo as the wind,^’ he muttered to himself as he^ 
hastened downstairs and 9ut of the honfe, on his way, as" 
has been said, to Stopton. Kothing'wottU do, this sprtog, 
but I must discharge Barbarie^-^who shif^ for Blanclie 
very well, and did her duty by her—Upon the plea that she 
would have no French women in the •house was fifun- 
dated with letters and reproaches until I complied, and now 
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flke bas brouglife homo a Fjpojiich minx herself. Changeable 
as the wind.** v ’ 

Humour I prejudice 1 ho^v insinuating they are! 

It would seem*Mmost impossible, but it is nevertheless true, 
that ft %png‘against Mr. Ashley grew up'in the county. 
.Lady Ashley most bavo had grottodsfor het accusation, 
reasoned gentWen over‘their wine; and it Was a fact 
that only the unfortipnate child had then stood between 
^tthut -^hldy and the inboritanoe. Jlr, Ashley became 
aware of this prejudice; some old friends were cool to him 
at the magistrates* meeting, wliere life one day accompanied 
*Rir Henry 5 Some refused his invitations, and‘some passed 
him over when they sent out their own, A feeling of bitter 
resentment arose within him. He felt sure that Lady 
Ashley was still at work, secretly traducing him, and he 
remembered the threat she had once uttered to him in her 
joaloiis rage: will wear tlibse words in ray heart, Arthur 

Ashley, nn^jl I am revei^ed.’* >Shc was carrying out her 
tbfeat with a vengeance ; surely this was a heavy requital 
for his having slighted her as Mfss Oarnagie. He toqk his 
resolution? he would stop fli such an unjust, prejudiced 
; n^ghbouthood no^onger,and away he departed for London 
with his wife and children. But ill news travels fast, and 
he fom^d npou his arrival th^ro, that the calumny, liad pre- 
cedodnim. ‘ 
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TFiAPTEn t:^ 

WArOU IIVYNr/is rBTlPIiTlXTTY. 

Til £3 yoars sped on, '‘Artlinr AsUty did not return, and^ 
Linden, tlio*sinall house borderiu^^ on AshleyiPark, which 
li.i 1 ))eon his residence, nas kept shut- up. One snon 7 after- • 
no Ml 111 the week pvec(fding Christmas, Edwai'd G-ay, surgeon 
lud sipotliccary, as the words on his door-plate indicated, 
\r IS in his surgery makiiio: up pills, when the window was 
darkened and the doctor saw’ the brown head of a traveller 
above the wire blind, peering in Uirough the flakes of snow. 

“ Open the door, Jos,” he ^aid merrily to liis son, a ^ad 
of fifteen, just entering upon tho mysteries of drugs and 
anatomy. “ I think I know Siat face.” , 

“ It IS only some old traveller, father, wanting to learn 
how pilh. arc compounded. Just look at the snow on his 
liat.” 

“If you don’t do as I hid you, youhg gentleman, you 
will have the pills making acquaintance with your liead,” 
was yie le'ort, in a makc-hclieve angry tone. “j3pcu the 
door, siiiah/' 

“And how goes the world with my friend Kid ?” iii- 
quirod the travollej’i entering the surgery, ajter shakuig tho 
snow irom his shoes and his hat, and de^siting a stout 
walldug-stick in a comer. Easily ? ” * 

“ As easily as the cold and a forest df young mouths will 
lot it ” was the quaint reply of the surgeon, holding out his 
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lian^ and jifi’aspiu" that of Major Haync. “You are not 
aged a day, Major. X tliouglit‘ you iieTor raoant to pay us 
a visit iimii. Hov^’ long is it since you were here ? ” 

“ Five years,” 

•“ To be sure. When you brouglit bomo Sir nari 7 after 
^tlio XVncIi fever.** 

“ Ah I a near touch for him, that was,” cried the HkFajor. 
“ I Lave been halfwaj round the world since then, besides 
Bojourning two years in Canada. Is Sir Harry well ? ” 

“Ko. I fear lie is in a bad way. These pills are for 
him. Jos, put on your cap and tala* them U 2 »»” 

“ Tliat’s^ne of your young forest, I presume,” said the 
. IMajor, noticing Jos. 

“ The woi'st of the lob for taking in potatoes and sundries, 
ITis grinders stand at nothing. Be off, sir! Presto 1 
Hoirt cat the pills as you go.” 

“What ails Sir Harry?” questioned Major Hayne, as 
Master Jo^ disappeared Avith the hov of pills. 

A combination of complaints. Dropsy the most 
‘prominent.” 

The Major’s face grew lengthy. ‘SSeriously speaking, 
Gay, do yon mean to say he is a confirmed invalid ? ” 

“ He’s vrowe, Major. When I said ho Avas going, I meant 
it. He is going fast.” 

“ i(nd my lady f ” continued the Major, after a ooncerned 
pause. 

“ DoiPt ask Nothing ails her. She is no fayourito 
of mine. I never did like her, but since her behaviour to 
Arthur Ashley,Vhen she caused him to lose his election, I 
have despised and detested her.* Her (jjdcst child, Oamagio, 
was drow’ned, and she told the electioneering mob that he 
did it. Had I been Sir HaxTy, I should have put her into 
a hiadliouse that very day,” 

I* Was there any inysfe^ Attached tp the ohUd’s death ? ” 
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<jncstioncd [Major Iliiync. “ Sir TTany onco said lie would 
tell mo the particulars, but he never did, and I did not 
cliooso to ask.” . 

“ None wliatovci*: except in Lady Ashley’s maliicnaut 
spirit. keep Arthur Ashley out of the succession, tiio 
■would sell her soul to that near friend of hoi's who uoars 
horns and a tail; and when the aeeident happened which' 
niadt‘ Arthur Ashley af?aiu the hcir-prO''’Uinptive, ilic evil of 
h<T nature broke out m an accusation afrainst him, Tt 
oeoiuTCd six year ap> li^-t July, (^irnau^ie was racing afteV 
a bnttertiy, .tnd himself, head foremost, into the 

stream l>a4ne Heath saw the accident ; and poor Arthur* 
Ashley sat lisliiug in the same stn'ani, unconseions that there 
\\,is a young soul, wilhiu a stone’s throw, drow’iiing for want 
of a^histan(•e. Down came, my lady, vhen the alarm was 
ir.vcu, and ac<*iibed Arthur, in her mad passion, of putting 
the hoy into tl»o water, hardly knowing, 1 believe, what she 
said. She Wcis frantic with gi*icf for the loss t>f the r////f/, 
and ith rage for the loss of the /teir, Aftef that, they 
went abroad.” 

llVhcre anotluT heir was born,” rejoined the [Major, 
“jii'st as 1 m(3b them at St. Guest. I should as soon liuvo 
expected to conic \ pen a family from the moon as upon 
them, in tlrat unfrequented spot, and so far from home. 
How many children are there now ? ” , • 

“ Only that one, hesid(3s the little gii'l. She has had no 
more.” 

“ f’juubt make acquaintance with the young gbutlcmau 
when I go np to-day. I had him in my a^ms many a time 
the first few weeks of hisaife. Tie hears my name. Sir 
Harry was at a puzzle for one, and wc tkau'glit Tliilip as 
gootl as any other. Something else, I think, wqs tacked on 
to it.” 

“IMiilip Ryh‘,” said the siir^on. “ Hub I did not finish 
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about Arthuv and Liidy Ashley. You broupjht Sir Jlonry 
home, you know, five years a"o, after that attack of fever 
at St. Oiv'st. We hoard Tjady Ashley was to follow wiy 
soon, and you left. Hnt the months went on, and her lady- 
* hhiy never arrived : she was stoppinf? in Paris. Arthur 
Ashley, Avith his Avifo and family, came down to Innden fm* 
Tiaster, for they liad all passed that winter in Loudon, he 
hard at work at his political duties. Soon after he came 
doAvn, he was seized Avith inflammation of the luiif^s. I 
t1iouf!:ht it AVfis all OA^er Avith him ; it Avas what his fatlui* 
died of : and Avhen ho did get betteiyl told him lie must not 
^o back to ^oAvu and to Avorry, if he Avanted to'liAT. So lie 
.stayed at Linden. But in June, Avhen the election came on, 
lie Avas pretty aa^cII, and Sir Henry pc^L’suaded liiiu to stand 
for the county, AA’hich he did. A third man came forAvard, 
a fellow from Stojitoii, Dick Storm, no more right to put up 
for a member than I have, and wc all laughed at the notion 
of his standing against an Ashley, lie Avas as sure of his 
return, Avas Arthur Ashley, as I am that I had roast mutton 
for my dinner this &j. When, ill the very nick of time, 
just as Avc AA’erc all assembled in this village street, <‘au- 
didates, county influence, farmers, and mob, my Ijady 
Ashley’s carriage appears in the midst of ns, like Bamjuo’s 
ghost-” 

“ Shfl Avaa at liomtf, then ? ” interposed IMajor llayne. 

“ No. She had come jiost-liaste from London. It was 
her first entry into Ashley since she quitted it, nearlj^ two 
years befofe. )Shc stopped her carriage, AvaA’cd Dick Storm’s 
colours in onr faces, and forbid the tenants to vote for 
Arthur ^Ashley, became he had drhvned the child, who stood 
between him and the mheniancej*^ 

“ Ahsui’d 1” cried Major Haync, his keen eye flashing. 
“ Nobody but a Bess, of Bedlam AA’ould venture on such a 
thing.” 
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‘•A rcgiiltir Boss of Borllain slio was, that day, if over 
J saw one,” returned Mr. (Liy. “She persisted in her 
accusation, turniii" the anger of the mob against Arthur, 
and Iho upshot was, he lost his election and Sform got in.^ 
Quite a feeling was rais<3d against IHr. Ashley throiudwjut 
tlie jT iglibourhootl, and lie h ft in di^srust.” 

“ What did Sir Harry do r ” 

“Xut what ho oiuhi. IL' should liavt .^poheu up 
fearlessly at t]i<‘ tiiuo and d( fended In's nephew, iust^\id of 
taking refuge iu sihiie^, wliieli of conv-e ga\e a colouring 
to iiij? ^\olds. »’riie fact is, Sir ILiny is more undtr 

ptUhoai i.i-iimout than lu A^as in his fir&i wife’s time, 

and if si ic chose to a(‘cuse hinisell of having dro\Auod the 
(Ixild, he daiv not gaiftsay it (o her face. I spoki* up, and f 

IS a very humble iiidisidnal compared uitli some on the 
trdcouy, but my rile was lai^od, as the Yankees siy. I 
should like to have du< kul her in Pi out’s pond.” 

M.ijor TTa}ne was a shrewd t[iiiiker, fond o{ tracing out 
(,iusc and ••ffect. “Lady^Asliley luiM ha\c had spnic 
private pique against Arthur ! ” ho suddenly said, 

Snrgfon (lay nodded a succession of nods. 

“ Do you know what it is ? ” asked the Major, 

“ f only know hat’s said.” 

“Well?” 

“That when she uas visiting licrf as Miss (Jarnagio, 
she was dying of love foi* Arthur Ashley,” whispered the 
apoUiccary. “ Ifo led her on to it ; perhaps he did not 
know what the i)assionR of these half-caste West Indians 
ari": and then she discoyered that he Vas only amusing 
himself at her exiiense, for Ids affections were given to Anna 
lUvers, now his wife.” 

IMajor Ilaync drew a long, deep breath, whitU ended in a 
wliislle. “Ho ho, Mr, Arthur I then you must c'^peefc 
something. ‘Hell* his no*fury like a ^\oman scorned.’ 
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The poet spoko of an ordinary fury, and 1 rc^ckoii my lady 
lias the elements of an extraordinary (»ne.” 

‘‘ vShe jnst has. Major, not a word of this up yonder. 
^Rir ITaity has lived in hlissful ignorance of the matter; 
indved, few know it.” 

“ Do you take luc for a numskull, Ned ? ” retorted Major 
llayuc. T hear and sec, as I go through life, and say 
nothing. If I can put^nattcTS to rights in a quiet way, well 
f^d good, T do it; hut T don’t set people together by the 
ears. (Jood day ; I’m going on to Ashley.” lie took his 
stick as he spoko and walked up the^Stieet at a sharp pace, 
liiiinmiiig a scrap of an old Scotch song— 

“ And \vhea our day ehnll comq, frind John, 

Wo will nn meet it sair; 

But wo’Il think on a’ the glide we’ve done, 

And could na male’ it mail*.” 

klajor Haync entered Sir Harry’s residence through the 
coiu'tyard, not by the gwind entrance ; lie was fond of 
aiiwouncing himself in tho« least ostentations manner. 
B(‘fore he had well closed the ^ate, liowevcr, a sharp salute, 
in the shape of a snowhall, struck him on the cheek. With 
n few quick strides he seized the delinquent, a lad of five or 
BIX years old, who stood stariug at what he had done. 

“Now, young gentleman,” cried the Major, wiping his 
face, “you and I must settle accounts. Wh.it is youi* 
name ? ” 

“ Master Ashley,” answered the boy, stolidly. “ 1 didn’t 
go to do it.” , 

The Major looked at him, extremely light, colow'le^s 
child, with a wide png nose and puffy cheeks. 

“ Gay said there was only one boy,” he muttered, “ I 
niust.have misunderstood him; or this may be a cousin : 
ArtJiur’s boy, perhaps. Is >Sir Harry Ashley your uncle, 
my boy ? ’’ 
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“ Sir Harry Ashley is my papa, sir.” 

“ Wcll,^ you will take me in to him, I woli’t tell tales: 
hut don’t you snowball a stranger agaiu, or you may get 
punished.” 

^riie boy led the Major through the back offices, to*Hie 
surprise of all the servants they met, upstairs into the 
library. Sir Harry, wheezing and coughing, was scKited in 
an easy-ehair by the large fire ; wliiisb Lady Ashley, in her 
old, indolent fashion, ^^as stretched back in another, nearly 
at full length. Kaiui stood bathing her temples with can 
dc Cologne, for her la^iyship had a headache. 

Sir Tliury was greatly broken, greatly altered. If any¬ 
thing could arouse him, it was the unexpected sight of his 
old and dear friend.* lie struggled to rise, which Lady 
Vsliley did not attempt to do, and IMajor Hayue drew 
icrward a chair and sac down between tbom. Presently the 
boy, who had fetched his sister, came and stood close to the 
Iklajor. 

“This can never'be MJss Hlanche!” he cxclaijncd 
jokingly, as ho took a hand of each. “ This is a growing-* 
up young lady. Little Blanche used to kiss me; perhaps 
the youjig lady will bo above it.” 

Miss Blanche laughed, shook back lier flaxen curls, and 
inclined her rosy check towards the Major. ‘ 

“ This one,” playfully whirling round the hoy, and I 
became friends outside among the snow. But I want to 
see tJie otlier boy.” 

“There is no,other,” said Sir Harry. “TTe^havc only 
those two children.” 

Major Hayne laoked phzzled. “Hay told me that*the 
hoy born at Rt. Guest was living. He through whom I 
learnt nursing.” 

“ That is he,” said Sir Harry. 

“ This is not lie.’i returned the Major in a positiv'c tone, 
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“ Wliat is your name ? h6 hastily added to the hoy. 
'‘The other name; not ‘Master Ashley,’ as you^^said just 
now,’* 

“ Philip,” replied the child. 

“•PhiUpI” 

^ ” Philip Ashley, sir.” 

” And ‘ Pyle,* ” interposed Sir Harry. “ You rememher, 
IMajor, it was you and Jtnamed him Philip Kyle.” 

^”You are mystifying me,” exclaimed tlie Major iiii- 
])atiently. “This is nof the child I used to nurse at St. 
Quest,” he continued, turning sharply to Lady Ashley and 
l^ana. 

. He gazed at both with liis searching eyes. The coloured 
woman’s face assumed an expression of ten*or, and she 
glanced at her mistress with an entreating, pleading look-j: 
as Itlajor Hayne interpreted it, 

” When you left the child he was only two months old,” 
spoke Lady Ashley, with wld calmness. “ How could yon 
expect to remember him? Nothing changes so much as 
infants.” 

^ r 

” But it is utterly impossible that any infant could change 
like thie/' persisted Major Hayne. “ He Tfas as dark as 
yourself, Lady Ashley; nay, darker, with your own large, 
bright hiach cycQ.” 

Lady Ashley grew a little, a very little, perturbed. “ He 
was dark in the first few weeks of his life,” she said, ” but 
after he*' hod a touch of the fever—the same fever whicli 
attacked Sir Hariy^the skin peeled off his face and he 
became fair, as ybh see him,” 

“But look at this child’s eyes,** repeated tlie Major, who 
seemed lost in 'Pondering unbelief; ” they are slnall and 
light; it is*not possible they ever oould have been a 
brillt^t black, as his ^cre. You are jo^hg with me.” 

“I have no more to say,** haughtjjy responded Lady 
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Ashley. ** There stands the boy, light how, though he may 
have been as dark as Nana. I have not used white paint 
to him, and am not answerable for the changing jof infants’ 
complexions. Neither do I see what Major Hayne proposes 
to himself by holding this argument, unless he has a ^ ish 
to dispute everything I say.” 

The Major was silent, as of course he had no alternative 
but to be. But as he turned to sppak with Sir Harry on 
other topics, ho caught the strange look of apprehension 
and distress on the servant’s face, shining even through tfie 
copper colour. 
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Sir Harry Yi aited up until nine thai night, expecting the 
hsual visit of IMr. Gay ; then ho was helped to* bed. Ikit 
scarcely had he left the library, uhich then only contained 
the Major, when the little man entered it, full of apologies. 
He had been called out to an earnest case, and could no^ 
quit it until that moment. 

Ned,” cried Major Hayne, who was thoughtfully look¬ 
ing into the fire, “did you ever hear of black children 
becoming wfiite ? ” 

“ Might boil ’em down, perJiajis,'” answered the surgeon, 
“ I never saw it done.” 

“ You remember the child who was being christened the 
day I arrived here from India, ever so long ago, that little 
Carnagie? He had jet-black eyes and a swarthy com¬ 
plexion! Should you think such a child as that could ever 
turn fair, his slda white, and his eyes light ? ” 

“Nevei;. So long as oak and ash giw. Why ?” , 

The Major did not answer# When he spoke again, it 
was on a‘'dififerent* subject. ** Dqptor, 1 feel sure Sir Harry 
will not bo hero twelve montlfe. He* is worse than I 
expected to find 

’“Twelve months 1” echoed Surgeon (Stay, “Before the 
half 'df ‘that time ha» elapsed, we shall have a Sir Philip 
Ashley.*^ * • 
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“ A big boy, that, for his oaretsSdly lomarkod tho 

Major, ** especially for otic bom under his p^uliar cirmm- 
stances. Who do you call him like ? ” 

“ Himself, and nobody else,” was the reply of tho surgeon. 
“ Carnagie was the image of his mother, and the gud is iike 
the Ashlcys; Philip resembles none of them. I tol^ 
my lady, one day, that had she not been with the boy in 
France, one might have said he t^as changed at nurse. 
Wasn’t she angry with me 1 I had to beg her pardon.” ^ 
“Sir Harr} will see you, sir,” said a servant, entering 
and addrcsbiijg Surgeoa Gay. 

When Mi*. Gay returned to the room, which he did for a 
moment before leaving, Major Hayne was in a deep reverie^ 
not having changed his position. 

^ “Major,” said the surgeon, touching him to call his 
attention, “you are Sir Harry’s oldest friend, and can pre¬ 
sume with him more than I can. Try and find out if lus 
worldly affaire are settled : if npt, urge it. .^nd persuade 
him to have further advice:^it would be more satisfactory 
afterwards. He will not*listen to me.” 

Major Hayne aroused himself and looked at the surgeon. 
“ Aftei warth! ” he echoed. “ Have you reason to fear that 
the end is very near ? ” 

“There’s a look in his face to-night that I don’t like. 
If I am wanted, Major, I shall be at Mrs. Appleby’s. The 
servants know it. Now for my tmdge there in the snow.” 

“ poe;3 it snow still ? ” 

“ Flakes as big as a oheese-plate. Good night?* 

Major Hayne proceede4 to Sir Haiyy’k rpom. He was 
in bed, propped up by pillows, and panting for breath. 
“ Sit here and talk with me, Philip,” he said. “ I have tho 
most wretched nights. 1 often wish there wa^no night.” 

“ Cannot you lie down more comfortably than that 
“No; on aecoupt of my^ breath. Ah, Philip I a little 



THE DELAYED WILL. 

if 

jnoi’o i)ainCiil breathing, the water a little higher, luitl tlio 
world will have seen the last of Hal Ashley. In a few days 
I shall be two-and-sixty: just the age at which my father 
died.” 

“•You must have better advice,” said Major Hayne. 
“ Had I been hei’o, you should have had il^ before.” 

“ I had a physician at first, from Stopton, but he did 
me no good. Not as indich as (Jay does.” 

“ Gay ! ” slightingly rejoined the Major, bearing in mind 
wlint the little man had just urged upon him ; “ he may be 
a knowing apothecary for the village aches and pains, but 
yours is a serious case. By the way, Sir Hany, have you 
made your will ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ IMiat I not pro\ ided for your children—not appoiiite(J 
their guardians I ” exclaimed the Major, in tones between 
astonishment and reproach. “ IIow can you be so careless, 
Sir Harry ? ” 

‘^I know 1 ought to do it. w'ill one of these fine days, 
before I get any worse, 1 am *too careless. My sister 
Bessy used to reproach me witt its being my besetting sin.” 

“ We have all a besetting sin,” observed Major llaync. 
“ Never a man or woman was sent into this world without 
one. .^nd we have striven but imperfectly to do our duty, 
if w’e have not found it out, aud subdued it, long before 
we arrive at your age or mine.” 

“ Philip^ I shall leave you guardian of my children.”. 

“ 1 will not act,” hastily iutemipted Major Hayne. 

Sir Harry stretched out his hand and clasped the Major*s. 
“You mil act, Philip. Remeiftber our close and long 
* friendsliip.” * 

The Major hesitated, “AVho is to be associated with 
me 

“ I thought of Arthur’ Ashley.*’ 

H 
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** Whew \ ” ejaculated the Major. ‘‘ How will that 
please your wife, Hal ? She holds him, I faucy, in little 
favour.” 

“ He is upright and couscientious : and I wish to leave 
behind mo a token of my confidence in him, and my »*egard. 
But if what I hear of his liealth be true, Arthur may not 
be long after me.” 

“tn which case his son must* be next to yours in 
succession.” 

“ His eldfht son. Ryle.” 

“And if that cliild of xVrthur’s should suoceul in his 
minority, i\ho would reside at Aslikw ? Y'our uidow ? ” 

“JS’o, no ; Ryie, Ryle and his personal guardian, who 
t>ould, of course, b(? his mother. I tru^t in mercy it 
jnay never come to that: my wife uould not bear to 
([uit Ashley tamely. AVby do you suppose so improbable 
an event? Pliilip is as strong and healthy as a young 
lion : there’s no fear of his dying.” ^ 

“ How very extraordinary that a dark boy, as he .was, 
should have become so fair I ” remarked the -Major. “ Did 
you observe the change wteii Lady Ashley first brought 
him home, or bus it come on ])y imperceptible degrees ? ” 

“ Not by degrees. When she brought him home I was 
amazed to see the child so changed, for it struck me that 
when I left him he was a swarthy little chap, something 
like poor Carnagic. But I thought my memory might 
play me false, for I was too ill to take much nqjice of him 
at bt. Quest, as you know.” 

There was a silence. .Major Hayne "broke it, speaking 
abruptly. 

“Harry, you must do jubtice to Arthur Ashley. You 
never should have countenanced your wife iit her infamous 
accusation.” • ’ *• 

Sir Harry groaned. “l*was bewildered at the time, 
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Philip ; T was, indeed. I have done latterly what I could 
to rt'pair it, by speaking to my friends and neighbours 
upon the high estimation in which I hold Arthur.” 

“Is he veil off?” 

“.He will be better off when I die. It is as much for 
him, as for anything else, that I ought to make a will.” 

’ “ You would leave him money ? ” 

Sir Harry indicated answer in the affirmative, but his 
breath was growing alarmingly laboured. Major Hayuc, 
unaccustomed to him, imagined it was but a usual occur¬ 
rence, the effect of his lying down. , 

• “ Tf I am to act. Sir HaiTv, I must not bo lettered by 
Lady Asliley. She-” 

“ Oh, Philip I raise me, raise me up ! ” almost screamed 
Sir Harry. “ I shall suffocate.” ^ 

l"he Major quickly passed his arm under the pillows. 
“ Do you feel woi*se ? ” he uhisperetl. 

“ Send for Gay,” was the gasping answer. 

Later that night, when the snowstorm had ceased and 
the surgeon sat by Sir Hairy’s bedside, a servant in,the 
Ashley livery might be seen,*by the light of the watery 
moon, Bj'Ceding along to Stopton in search of a physiciau 
us fast as the roads would allow his horse to go. 

With tlie alarm of death, for it was indeed approaching, 
the jiangs of remorse seized upon Sir Harry Ashley. Was 
there time to repair his dilatory carelessness ? Barely. 
Upon how many death-beds does not the same remor^ sit 
heavily I And, rely upon it, when the interests of this 
world have been ^ procrastinate4, the same may be feared 
of those that pertain to the next.* • 

When the physician came, he did not precisely say there 
\vas no^ hope, but he looked it. Ho remained until the 
morhing and breakfasted with Major Hayne. Lady 
Ashley was not with them. Alarming •illness in the house 
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made no change in her habits, and she did not rise until 
later; she then proceeded to the door of her husband’s 
rooin. It was fastened, and she knocked sharply* Major 
llayiic opened it and Ciuue out. 

“ Sir llariy is giving his lawyer directions for his will,” 
he ^\hispered. 

*■ T wish to go in,” ^'hc s,iid. 

“ Pardon me, Lady Asliley. Tlniy will s(»oU have fiuished. 
Sir Harry requested me to keep the room clear until thciv” 

She did nob answer a word ; she knew she had to deal 
with cl'-’ determined a spirit as her own, but slic sat down 
in the seat of one of the eomdor windows and looked 
sullenly out on the snowy Lmdscape. Presently the lawyer 
came out, bowed to^AIajor Hayne, bow’cd lower to Lt\dy 
%A8hley, and pa«5sed dowm the staircase. They both went 
ill then. 

‘‘ r was bolted out,” Lady Ashley resentfully began to 
her husband. 

My dear—I w'as tclliug^Graystock—about you and» the 
children—everything,” iwntod Sir Harry. “ I ought to 
have done it before.” 

“ What was there to do ? ” inquired Lady Ashley, who 
positively was as ignorant of business matters as her little 
daughter, Blanche. ^ 

“ Tell her, Philip,” gasped Sir llarijr. “ 1 cannot talk.” 

The Major “ told ” her to the best of his ability, but he 
was.lost in bewilderment just then, for he had Jieard a fact 
which had greatly astonished liim—that there had been no 
marriage settlement upon Lady Ashley,* No relatives were 
near her to urgff it, and Sir Harry, in Jiis unpardonable 
Ctirclussness, had put it oflP from time to time, until it bad 
been put off altogether. During his courtship,he had 
thought of little save rendering himself agreeable to’ Miss 
Carnagie. 
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“ What do you mean about * guardians ? ’ ’* interrupted 
Lady Ashley, as Major Hayne was speaking. “ I am com¬ 
petent to take care oi my own children.” 

“ Oh, of courae, as their mother, but there must be also 
guardians of their property and interests. It is necessary.” 

“ Who arc they to be ? ” 

* “ Myself and Mr: Ashley.” 

Lady Ashley’s eyes fli^licd fire. “ TVho appointed you-— 
and liim / ” 

“ Sir Harry. No one else has the power.” 

Lady Ashley turned to her husbapd. “ Sir Harry, you 
must undo this ; you had no right to take sfich a step 
vcithout consulting mo. To Major Hayne I object, for I 
know that wo shall but oppose each other. And as to 
Arthur Ashley,” she added, her fingers closing tightljj^ 
with resolution, “ I swear that he shall never have authority 
over my children.” 

“Peace, peace, Laurett^” murmured poor Sir Harry. 
“ I ]^ave been shamefully unjust to Arthur in the last few 
years of my life, playing by him the part of a coward^ I 
cannot die until I have repaired it. Do not begrudge 
what I have l>equeathed him. You and Blanche will have 
enough, and Philip will be far more wealthy, when his 
minori^ shall be over, than I have ever been.” 

Lady Ashley grasped the bedclothes, her fingers, in their 
passion, nearly meeting. “ You have left money to Arthur 
Ashley ! ” |lio exclaimed. “ You! ” 

“ Not much. A poor requital for the accusation yon cast 
at him and which* I did not reppl. Philip,” ho implored, 
his tone showing his helplessness,* “ let nje have peace! I 
must be at peace* in this my last day.” 

“ I ask yem,” persisted Lady Ashley, “ will you cancel 
what you have done ?• Will yon countermand this will ? ” 

“ No,” was the reply of her^usbancL; “ it is a righteous 
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mid conscientious will. Ar 1< Major Hayne; he will tell 
you so.” 

8hc turned to Major Ilaync, “ Is it made ? irrcvocahly 
made ? ” 

“It is heiug made. Mr. Oraysfcock will hring it Irpr.*, 
hy-and-by, to be signed.” 

Lady Ashley said no more. In the afternoon, when Mr. 
Grayatock came the second time, ^ir Harry was gradually 
sinking. The lawyer read over the will. The Kevcrcurl 
Mr. Marsh, the iiiciimbent of Ashley, and Squire Prom,' 
who had come to haveva List Avord Avith hh old friend, aaci ’ 
called into the room to witness it. Lady Ashley glided in 
after tin m, but remained out of view', behind the curtain.- 
The will was spread out before Sir Henry, Avho was raised 
tinil supported by IMajor llnyne. He had taken the pen in 
hand, Avhoii he suddenly looked up. 

“ (Jraysto(|t:, r^ad that one pait of it—relating to Arthur 
Ashley. It will do me good tj^at my friend J’rout should 
hoar it in luy presence ” ^ 

Mr. Ora}stock rc.id; “.And whereas a cruel aspersion 
AAas cast u]) 0 u my dear nephew, Arthur Ashley, to the effect 
that he had caused tl e death of my sou, I desire in this, my 
last will and testament, to affirm, of my own knoAvledge, his 
entire innocence, and to declare that T have never Jov one 
moment believed or couiitcnaiicod th(f aspersion. And I 

hereby bcqucatli to the said Arthur Ashley-” 

“/That Avill do,” interrupted Sir Harry, motioning for the 
document to ho again placed before him. 

He signed the will, the. witnesses testifying to his signa¬ 
ture. “ Thank Ood,” he murmured, sinking back, “ that 
the time to repair my carelessness has been accorded me! ” 
!Mr. Oraystock was folding up the paper* wh^n Lady 
Ashley stole round the be^ and silatchcd it out of the 
lawyer’s hands. »he tore it in two pieces, and thrusting 
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them into the blazing fire, keeping them down with her 
hands, which mnst have received a scorching, she turned 
her dark, determined face towards Sir Harry. 

** I told you,” slie uttered, “ that Arthur Ashley should 
ne^’e^ have power over my children, neither shall he rob 
tliem of their money. I would rather tear him in pieces 
first, as 1 have tom your fine will.” 

Sir Harry raised up liis hands and groaned aloud, whilst 
tjic astonished spectators stood round the bed, and stared 
in consternation at Lady Aslilcy. Sir Harry cast an im¬ 
ploring look at Mr. Graystock and Major Hayiio, “ You 
botli know my wishes,” he gasj^ed ; “ carry them out.” 

• “ The copy of this will is at the inn,” quickly spoke up 
the lawyer. “ Shall I fetch it, Sir Hflrry ? Signed, it will 
be as legal as this.” 

“Fetch it, fetch it,” was the eagerly assenting answer. 
“ It is necessary for her sake, should anytl^g happen to 
Philip.” 

Off sprang Mr. Graystock.^ Hut before he crossed the 
threshold of the door a sound recalled him, and he lospked 
buck to see Sir Harry in tfic death-struggle. It was a 
piinful death, but a speedy one. In five minutes all was 
over. 

■ “ Ygur machinations have not prospered,” uttered Lady 
Ashley, as she gazed in triumph at Major Hayiic. “My 
son is Sir Philip Ashley, and I am uncontrolled.” 
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5iT’RELT tlie house wjjs going to rack and ruin. Old 
servants, who had been in the family for 3 ’cars and years 
were turned away, and a new, ill-organized set collected 
in their places. Even the steward was dismissed. The 
sober, steady lawyer, Mr. Graystock, the confidential adviser 
o^ the Ashleys, was also discarded, and Richard Storm, the 
rich but upstart attorney of Stopton, taken on in his stead. 
The tenants ?cce^ved notice of the raising of their rents, 
the poor cottagers of dismissal* the labourcre had t^eir 
wages ground down, and the annuities to the old pensioners 
were* abruptly stopped. Nefer, surely, had a few short 
months seen similar changes. 

Sir Harry Ashley had died without a uill. llis little 
son, who had succeeded to the title and property, had no 
legally-appointed guardian, and his mother, the widow, 
assumed control of everything. She was of warm blood, 
warmer than pertains to these European climes, and some 
of her acts were so outrageous, so wilfully unjust, that 
people began to siy she was either a vety bad woman or 
an insane one. Sir,Han*y had died in December, and thus 
matters went on until May ; Lady Ashley perpetrating acts 
of iuj'ustice daily, and the neighbourhood crying shame 
upon her. Perhaps none let her know the estimation' in 
wJiich she was held^ in so iJarked a manner as did J^ir. 
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Gay, tlic village surgeon and apothecary. Tiudy Ashli'y \Aas 
ailing, or fancied she was, and sent for him. The little 
man fairly returned for answer that he would not attend 
her. If Master Philip—he begged pardon, AY/' Philiii—or 
Miss Blanche required his seiwices he would walk his legs 
off to attend them at any hour of the day or night, but 
neither her ladyship nor her new ser\'ants need summon 
him : if they wanted a doctor, they might send to Stopton, 
Stopton was four miles off, and her ladyship w'ould have 
been delighted to dose Surgeon (lay n ith an ounce or two 
of his own arsenic. Failing the opportunity, she sent him 
^lotice to quit his house, but the little doctor had it on a 
ifiase, and snapped his fingers at her. Lady Ashley was 
very ignorant of business matters, 

“IIow many years has the lease to run now ? ” dejnandcjJ, 
Mrs. Gay, in a fright. 

“ Four.” ^ 

“ Then at the end of the four she will ]|d safe to turn us 
out^ and there’s no other house in the villasre to suit us I 
■\Vhatever shall we do ? ” 

“Don’t look so scared, chilcl,” laughed the merry-hearted 
surgeon. “We’ll manage to pitch our tent somewhere. 
Four years is four ycai’s. Somebody else may reign at 
Ashley by then,” 

Somebody else did. 

On a summer day in May, when the hedges were fragrant 
with spring flowers, when the linden-trees were bursting 
out, hnd the oak-balls were growing large; w'heu the cuckoo 
was crying its note, and the bluq gjky was sei*ene and cloud¬ 
less, the open barouche of Lady Ashley was seen winding 
from the village towards her house. She occupied one 
seat of it, dn company with a snarling, snapping dog, 
“Tiip,*” She was a handsome woman, dark as a gipsy, 
with an arrogant cast of countenance^ wid keen, flashing 
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eyes, her widow’s cap suiting well lier style of beauty. 
Opposite to her sat her children iii tlieir deep mourning, 
Blanche, an elegant child of ton, with delicate features, 
and flaxen curls shading her rosy cheeks, a perfect little 
beauty ; Sir Philip, a stout boy of nearly si\, liis face broad 
and coarse, liis eyes, Lair, and complexion nearly colourlesst 
Not one of the three bore the slightest I’esemblance lo cither 
of the others ; but Blanche was ve'Jy like her late father, 
Sir Harry Ashley. 

The carriage '.vas uoiag at a slow pace up the hill, when 
an old woman, neatly» attired, leaning on tlie arm of a 
stalwart man' dressed in velveteen, approached it from the 
side of the I’oad, her hands I’ctised and her li 2 )S moving, asr 
if she would crave speech of Lady Ashley. The latter 
llaughtily averted her head, hut a second thought seemed 
to strike her, and slie ordered the coachman to stop. 

It was Waison, the gamekeeper, and his mother. Ho 
had not Inien discharged with tlie rest of the servants: 
perhaps his turn had not ycUcome. He drew aside wliilst 
the Aged woman, very tall her day, hut stooping now, 
a|)2>roached, and laid her hand on tlie door of the carrv*ge 
for support, and ao dressed Lady Ashley in respectful 
terms, imploring the continuance of the pension she bad 
so long enjoyed. Twice had she been to Ashley lo en- 

deavour to obtain speech of her ladyship, who had refused 
to see her. 

“I-will not renew your pension for a day,” replied Lady 
Ashley. “ You never ought to have had it : it has been 
so much money taken froftp my children.”* 

“Oh, mamma,” Vhispered Blanche, the.tears rising in 
her blue eyes, “do give it her 1 Papa was so fond of^old 
Hannah.” 

“ My My, it ig nae many.years 1 dan trouble the world. 
I am turned fourBodlre. It will be a hard thing for me to 
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go into the workhouse. Indeed, I was brought up far 
above what you see me now.” 

“Brought up to absurd Scotch superstitions,” retorted 
Lady Ashley, “ and the best thing you can do is to return 
and live amongst them. Do you see that child ? ” indicating 
Jier boy. 

The old lady cast her dim eyes across the carriage, beyond 
Blanche. “ God bless iflm for a bonnie boy! ” she aspirated, 
but he is nae an Ashley.” 

“ Not an Ashley! ” sharply spoke up her ladyship. 

^ “ What do you mean, woman ? ” 

“ I mean nae harm, my Icddy ; ye didna think I could 
wer speak it of you or him. And if he has na the ken o* 
the Ashleys, he is but as God madc*lnm. The little lassie 
has, but nae he.” 

“ He is Sir Philip Ashley,” repeated Lady Ashley, with 
marked emphasis, bonding her head forward, till her face 
was almost pilose to llann^i’s. “ You once insulted me by 
saying my child must be Sir* Ryle, to inherit Asbley after 
his father.” ^ • 

“Myleddy,” cried the old woman, earnestly, “when they 
came home and told me good Sir Hany was gone, and that 
it was a Sir Philip who had succeeded him, I nae believed 
them,*! didna indeed. I knew that in the course o’ nature 
Sir Ryle ought to*ha’ come next, and I caima think now 
that it’s a* canny, a’ as it ought to he. Wo I’ockoncd that 
the heir 4o succeed Sir Harry would be Master Ryle, Mr. 
Arthur’s son. knew there was this child of Sir Harry’s, 
as well as Mr. Arthur himself* that stood between little 
Rylo and the tiile, but wc believed thalf it would be surely 
brought about, as it always had been brought about, and 
thati Master Rylo would now be the chief o’ Ashley. My 
leddy, are ye sure that it is aH straight ? There was a Sir 
Murdoch cam into Ashley once, but he was proved to be 
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.a usurper, aud was driven out o’ it. Arc ye sure this child 
is the rightful heir ? ” 

What there could have been to excite Lady Ashley in 
these words was best known to herself, but excited she was 
to unseemly fury, and slie set the dog on the old woman. 
“ Have at her. Trap 1 Seize her ! Bite her! Uiss*s-s-s-s! 
Have lit her, good Trap! ’* 

The dog sprang at Hannah, fury,^lkc that of his mistress, 
seated in his face. But generous little Blanche, with a cry 
of grief, threw herself Ixiforc the helpless old woman, and 
the dog seized her by the chin. 

Lady Asiiley disengaged the dog, he was obedient to Ap/-,' 
and Blanche, in the midst of licr tciTor, thought not of. 
lier own hurt, though* the dog had drawn blood. “ Dear 
kaniiah, good irauuah,” she sobbed, clasping the aged 
hands, “I am very sorry. When I grow up and have 
money of my own, I will give it to you ; yon may bo sure 
I will, because my dear papa did.” 

“ Ood help ns ! ” muttered J;he gamekeeper, as he sprjng 
forward to drag his motlier out of the way of the moving 
caiTiage, “and God help them who come after us, if Sir 
Philip should resemble his mother in wickedness of temper, 
as that drowned young Carnagie did ! ” 
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CHAPTER XIL 

“ I DO NOT UNDERSTAND.’* 

, Linden, the pretty house juttiug oft Ashley Pa^’k, was once 
more alive with voices, for Arthur Ashley and his famiJy 
suddenly returned to it. 

“ AVhat have you been doing to yourself ? ” demanded 
little Surgeon Gay, gazing in dismay at his shattered 
ai»pearance. 

“ What have other people been doing to me ? ” retorted 
Mr. Ashley* “ I have beegi ailing ever since the last spring 
I passed here, when I had inflammation of the lungs. I 
don’t think I was thoroughly^cured.” • 

“ I told you you were not. I told you you Jiad no 
business to return to public life, worrying yourself over 
your political schemes.” 

“lUis very easy to preach prudence, Gay, but when a 
man has a family th provide for, how can he sit idly down 'i 
My .certain income, arising from Thorncliff, is barely four 
hundmd a year, and, with this house, that is all I haw.” 

, Better be idle than work yourself out of health and 
life, as you have T)een doing.” • • 

Working fpr little end. *I could not keep out of 
pecfluiai'y embarrassment, and the annoyance that has 
cau^drme, 9 pmbined with the frustration of my political 
liopes aftd the cloud which Jiady Aslil^y managed to cast 
. upott jpy :n^^lne and spirit,^ have beeft too much for me. 
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Now that I can no longer stave off my illness, I have conic 
hack to Linden and quiet. I ruptured a blood-vessel about 
a month ago.” 

“Ah, it is the way with you all—putting off, putting 
off I If you had lived here, you would have been well now 
and have saved house-rent.” 

“That is why I have come,” said Mr. Ashley, with a 
laugh, which sounded more sad thaK* merry, “ to save house- 
rent and to economize. “ "Will you believe it, (lay ? ” he 
added, dropping his voice; “ Ave keep now bub two servants. 
I cannot afford more, Qiid Mrs. Ashley works lici’self to a 
skeleton amongst the chiMren.” 

“ I never could have tliought to see that reverse of the 
natural order of things—an Ashley reduced to two hand; 
maids,” observed the surgeon, his face twisted into a loolr 
of comical concern. “Why, I and Mrs. Gay manage as' 
much as that. Oh, w'oll, cheer up : Arthur Ashley - will 


never stop long at that low chb. You know that Sir Harry 
left you a handsome fortune, fivc-aiid-twenfy thous^and 
poupds, and that tigress of a woman destroyed the will ? ” 

“I know, I know. I shall ‘Joirumd jt of..hei\._T^ 
is mine Iw law of justice,” 

‘ oumWiI never get it,” cried Surgeon Gay. “ Yon caii 
form no idea of the way she goes on, the awful things she 
does. A pmtty life you and Major Hayne would have had 
ot It with Jicr as guardians to the children.” 

“1# Major Hayne here ? ” 


Major Hayne I he went off the day after Harrt 
funeral. The neighbourhuod was scandal&ed that you wei 
not invited to it, and her-ladyship had a fe* hard nain 
tetowed upon her, I can tell yon. Majof ^ayne called e 
mo as he went away, and sat for half an hour on m 

^ 

Ashley, she had. indeed, Mr. Ailthur, as true as tin 
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iny name’s Ned Gay. He said he was going, then, to see 
if he could make things right for you and your eldest son, 
and he might be back in a few w^elcs or a few months, as 
the case might be.” 

“.Make things right for me and my son 1 ” echoed Mr. 
Ashley. “ Going where ? ” 

* “How should I know ? To Timbuctoo, for anything I 
can tell. I could mak/ neither top nor tail of what he 
said, Jiiid told him so, but ho did not explain.” 

*“'VVhcn is the best time for seeing her ladyship?” 
demanded Mr. Ashley. 

“She makes a point of being denied to every”one who is 
on her bad books, go at what time they will. Squire Proiit 
called one day, and my lady sent wSixi out she was not at 
home, and stood at the French window all the while, staring 
him in the face. You will never get in.” 

“ I will,” replied Mr. Ashley, “ And you have heard 
of the AshW tri/L Sir Harry did not possess it, but my 
father and ^r Arthur did. I^will try mine.” 

“ If you w'ould take my advice* you would not go at all. 
Great excitement might prove fatal to you: and I’ll defy 
any one lo stave off excitement, if they get into a contest 
with Lady Ashley.” 

“ I must take. care of my wife and children,” was the 
reply. “ I’ll try and take care of myself,” 

That same evening,, as Lady Ashley sat alone in her 
dining-ro^ after dinner, the door opened and Mr. Ashley 
appeared before her. She was inexpressibly surprised, not 
knowing him to have returned .to the neighbourhood, but 
soon her face h^hted up into a* glow of triumph, and she 
motioned him to a seat. 

He ^t ddwmin the old seat of his boyhood, for it was 
the home where he had been brought up, thought up to 
^consider himself its heir. And its heii* he had l^en, until 
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she, with her studied fascinations, had wiled over his uncle 
ill liis advancing yeai*s to marry her, and so had deprived 
him of it, 

“ To what circumstances am I indebted for the honour. 
of a visit from Mr. Ashley ? ” 

“ Your question and suiqirise are natural, Lady Ashley^? 
for it is indeed a matter of astonishment that my footsteps 
should have brought me to this Abuse, when it has ceased 
to be my uncle’s.’’ 

“ The house is mine,” she answered, indecent satisfaction 
lighting her dark face,% “You formerly thought that when 
Sir Harry was gone it would be yours.” 

“ I did not come here to recriminate or to speak of the 
past, Lady Ashley,” lib observed, “ but of the iwcsent. Sir 
diarry Ashley made a will before he died.” 

“ He plotted one ; he and JiLijor Haync. 1 prevented 
its being carried out.” 

“ He made one, I believe,” rcyeatod Mr. Asliley; “ made 
it and signed it.” 

“•And I rendered it invalid, I tell you. I tore and burnt 
it before their faces. A couple of old idiots! with their 
annuities hero, and their legacies there; the largest one 
was to Mr. Arthur Ashley. They bound my ^lowcr down 
to nothing, and left him, one of the idiots, and Mr. Arthur 
Ashley, absolute over my children. DM you think I would 
submit to that, from what you knew of me as Lauretta 
Carnagie ? ” 

She cast the light of her flashing eyes full upon him. 
He understood their strange, hidden meaning : understood 
it as none other could hav^ done. 

“ The legacy was five-and-twenty thousand pounds, as I 
am given to understand,’* he resumed. 

“ I dare say it was, that mipi’e. • The jamountls *of Ho 
consequence,” c . '' 
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“Of every consequence, for that legacy must be mine. 
Will you hear what I have to say, Lady Ashley—hear it 
without ridicule ? ” 

“Say on.’* 

“,If you look at me, you will see that I must speedily 
follow my uncle. I am dying of the malady which took 
hiy father—'disease of the lungs. Save a very poor income, 
I shall leave my wife j«nd five children unprovided for. 
This money, which Sir IlaiTy left to them, will increase it 
t8 riches—if we estimate riches by my present fortune; 
and it is theirs by every right. To you. Lady Ashley, it 
•is a' trifling sumj and your children will not miss? it. Let it 
be theirs.” 

f-v 

“ Upon what ground do you urge your request ? ” 

“ The ground of right; of equity; and ”—he sank hi| 
voice to a whisper, and drew his chair nearer to hers— 
“upon restitution. You know you owe me that, Tiady 
Ashley, for to you I date the ruin of my health and 
presets.” 

“^h! ” she said, whilst ^ curious smile curled her 
mouth. 

“ When you brought that foul accusation against me in 
the public road of this village, that I had drowned your 
child, an accusation which you knew to be as false as I 
did, dd^riving me pf my seat in the House, turning the 
public mind against mo, you struck me my death-blow. 
When I saw my friends looking coldly upon me—friends 
from infadby, who should have known me better—I could 
not bear up against it. Never strong, my energies seemed 
to desert me, and 1 have since ItLcn b^en a failing man, 
lacking the spirit to make things prosper. And now that 
I have confined this, let it pass for ever. Take my for- 
giverfesSi, Lady Ashley, now, as we sit here alone, for all 
you have dealt to me, but Aal with ^compassion by ray 
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children. For myself I do not ask the money : let ifc not * 
come to them, if you will, until after my death,” 

“ You speak of compassion,” she returned; “ which of 
ns has most need of compassion, you or I ? ” 

I do not understand.” r 

If I liave blighted your prospects, who blighted my 
heart, my fair morning of life ? ” 

lie repeated, “ I do not under^nd,” but this time in a 
faltering tone, as if ho did understand, at least partially. 
When I came to Ashley, a young stranger, who iwaised 
my beauty, admired ;ny waywardness, which others con¬ 
demned, and strove in secret, with his lioncycd ^vords* 
to will the affections of my maiden heart ? And wlien 
he liad drawn me to* love him, with a fiery, ardent passion 
«fchat you cold Europeans little rock of, he told me that ho 
had only been playing ^Yith me—that he loved another. 
Do you know who that man was, Arthur Ashley ? ” 

He did not answer that it was himself, though he might 
have done so. But she ccrtynly put the case strongly. , 
“*I would have laid down my life for you,” she 'went on, 
passionate tears forcing themselves to her eyes with the 
vivid painfuluess of the retrospect. “ I could have loved 
you for ever. You were, as I thought then, the undoubted 
heir to Ashley, but had you become a beggar, scorned, 
traduced, despised, I sliould have gloried in loving you all 
the more. I do not know—in spite of my hatred to you 
—^tlvit tJie love Las quite left my heart.” 

“ Ifc was done iu thoughtlessness,” ho murmured; I 
never meant to make such an impression upon you. How 
could I, when I was engaged to marry Anna Rivers ? ” 
“Don’t mention her in my presence,” she vehemently 
interrupted ; “ her name has been to my ffeelingp, ^since, 
as a searing iron. And yoi^ come td ask aM for her and 
her children I You arc a bold man, Arthur Ashley.’’ 
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“ Visit your reproaches upon mo, Lady Ashley, hub not 
upon my wife. She does nob deserve them, for she was 
innocent and unconscious throughout the whole business. 
I alone was to blame, and perhaps you also, Lady Ashley, 
in Some measiue. But let us forget these grievances; 
surely they took place long enough ago.” 

told you that e'^ning—you remember it—that I 
would never forget, I never will.” 

• “ But you will forgive ? ” 

“ I will never forgive, you or yours. You present your- 
jielf here to demand a fortune for yOur wife and children ; 
I would not give them a piece of bread if they were 
starving in the streets. I hope that your conduct will be 
visited upon her for whom you forsook me; that in her 
lowly widowhood she will be overwhelmed with cares and* 
poverty ; that she will stop at Tiinden to live—or starve— 
and feast her envious eyes, daily, with my prosperity and 
my children’s position and jiches : the position she expected 
to occupy, when they deemed* yoii the undisputed heir to 
Ashley.” 

“ Cease, cease, I pray you,” he implored, lifting his thin 
hands; “ these sentiments are nob befitting a woman; they 
would befit-” 

“ A £end, perhaps you would like to say ”—for he had 
hesitated. “ Well and good. Who made mo a fiend ? 
You did, Arthur Ashley. In that one evening you changed 
my heart-»happy in you and your image, and which* you 
might have moujjied to your will, even to good—^yoii 
changed it into a sea of hatitd, revenge, jealousy, all 
struggling for mastery as do the flames of a living fire. 
The struggle is not yet over, the revenge partly is : you 
and sjie. are reduced to becoming my despised supplicants, 
and I reign at Ashley. Fai% you well, sir. Our paths 
lie apart, as yoif willed it then.” 
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She rose aucl pointed imperiouslyio the door. He rose 
also, and stood looking at her f possibly debating with 
himself whether he should make anjjjther effort to soften 
her. Soften that malignant countenance! With a cold 
motion of the hand, by way of adieu, he passed out ofr the 
room. 

The disappointment seemed to have taken from him what 
little energy . was left, and he would sit silent for hours, 
brooding over the gloomy prospects of his children wliQii 
he should be no more. And so, May passed into June, 
when a ruj)ture of a Wood-vessel again took place, but a 
very slight one. * 
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CHlPTER XIII. 

THE major’s story. 

^One evening, towards tlic latter ^jart of the mouth, il 
visitor was announced. “A gentleman,” the maid said, 
and. Arthur’s tottering limbs rose to receive him. It Avas 
Major Haync. Many years had elapsed since they met at 
the christening of Oarnagie. 

“ Is this your wife ? ” exclaimed the Major, taking Anna’s 
hands, aiSd giving her fair cheek a fatherly kiss. “She 
does nofrloo^ very strong.’i 

“•She is over-Avorked and «ver;anxious. Major. I told 
Anna yesterday, if I could hq^’c foreseen how all this«Avas 
to end, I AA'^oiild never have married her. I shall soon 
leave her to a life of struggle with the world. Five young 
children, and very little provision for them.” 

“ Oil, Major Hayne ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Ashley, the teai*8 
rising to her eyes,*“ if you could only persuade him to 
think of these things in a less gloomy light 1 I am as rich 
as I care 4®-be ; we manage very Avell. He thinks I •have 
so much to do ; but I am glad of it, for an acth’e life suits 
me, I should be quite happy, ifnt were not for my anxiety 
about him: bul^ I know he woul& get A^ll, if he strove to 
rally his spirits.” 

“ !^Iy. dear, I have no doubt you are voiry. comfortable 
and quite rich enough,” said the Major, in a gay tone. 
“ Your hnsbaiid estimates his incoxni^ by whal it Avould 
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have been had he succeeded to xishlej, so of course it 
suffers by comparison. What should you say at coming 
into Ashley now, Arthur ? You are still the next heir. 
Who knows but you may ? ’* 

“ Who knows l3ut I may be king of England ? ” retorted 
Mr. Asldey. “Sir Philip is a strong, hearty hid, and I 
am a dying man. It is but right that the direct hcii*s 
should succeed.” 

The Major gave a grunt, which ended in a laugh, rose, 
and walked sharply across the room, smiling still. He sat 
down again by Mr. Ashley. 

“ I have "an old maxim, Ryle-” 

“ Arthur,” interrupted Mr. Ashley. 

Kever mind; you' are more like your father than ever, 
and I forget to call you anything but Ryle. Who is that ? ” 
A handsome boy of ten had entered the room, with the 
bright complexion, the fair curls, and the noble features 
characteristic of the Ashleys. 

“That is Ryle, if you wilV said Mr. AShley. “My 
eldest son. Ryle, speak l?o lilajor Uayne.” 

The child advanced with The fearless Step of a young 
chieftain, and held out his hand with a modest, pleasant 
look in his large grey eyes, as they wei-e raised to the 
stranger. 

“ Upon my word, but you are a brjw’e lad I ” muttered 
Major Hayne, in tones of gratification. “You would 
make^ a fitter chief than the ungainly little^ chap who 
bears the title. What should you say at being called Sir 
Ryle” 

wish papa could have been Sir Arthur,” answered 
the boy, boldly, “ because he would not have turned off ajl 
the poor people. But Mr. Gay says that when Philip^ gets 
old enough, perhaps ho will Jake them on again. Blanche 
would ; she says soo” 
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Do you see much ot* yoiu* cousins ? ” 

“No, sir. We met iu the Itiiie one day and were gilding 
oak-balls together, but when Lady Ashley heard of it, she 
flogged them both, and said she would flog them ten times 
worse if they ever spoke to us again. We are not so rich 
as they are.” 

“ And if they grew poor and you grew rich—if you lived 
at Ashley, for instance, find Blanche and Philip in a small 
house like liindcn—would you object to play with them 
ifccause they were poor ? ” 

“ No, no,” answered the boy; I would ask them to 
‘come and live Avith us at Ashley.” 

.“You’ll do, my boy,” exclaimed the Major. “Ahvays 
be kind and considerate to others : remember to be so Avlien 
you arc Sir Ryle.” 

“ You may go and play, Ryle,” interposed Mr. Ashley, a 
touch of vexation perceptible in his tone. “ For goodness’ 
sake, Major,” he added, as the lad left the room,“do not 
put^uch notions in the poor qjiildrcii’s heads ; it Avill only be 
Averse for them hereafter. I strive to render them humble.” 

“I called in on Gay as 1 came along,” observed the 
Major, “ and a precious account he gave me of her ladyship. 
Why, she has been playing up Old Nick with the estate and 
the people since her husband died.” 

“ Oh, it is shameful 1 It excites me to think of it. A 
disgrace to the very name of Ashley,” 

“ Arthiy;,” resumed Major Hayne, AA^aiting till Mr. Aalilcy’s 
lit of coughing had subsided, “ I was about to say, when 
interrupted by MS,ster Ryle, that J hold to an old maxim, 
‘ Look on the bright side of ttiings, but prepare for the 
worst.* I want you to do the same. You will get well if 
you take earn— ^ ’* 

“ The blood-vessel-^— ’* , 

“ Nonsense about the blood-vessel 1 *¥011*11 get over it, I 
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tell yon, if you tak<^ care; but, to carry out my maxim,' 
I would have you prepare for the other side of the case. I 
once asked Sir Harry if he had made his will: permit me 
to ask you the same question.” 

“ Yes : such as it is; with nothing to leave.” 

“Well, I would have you make another, and with the 
least possible delay. Send for vour lawyer to-morrow 
morning~send to him to-night, ffiat he may be here in 
the morning. Make it as if you—or Ryle, failing you-j- 
were in possession of ^Vshlcy. Leave directions for all 
things; the disposal of the property, the guardianship of^ 
your children ; just as if you were the reigning baronet.” 

“ But Philip is the baronet,” returned Mr. Ashley, looking 
at IMajor Hayne as if lie doubted his sanity. 

• “ Never you mind about Philip. Bo as 1 tell you.” 

“ I cannot, Major Hayne. I cannot will away property 
that is not mine.” 

The Major rose from his seat ^nd walked abopt, as before, 
glancing furtively at Mr. Ashley. 

“.Now if you could only ui^dertake to keep yourself calm, 
and not excite that blood-vessel you are so fond of, I would 
let you into a secret. Do you think I may, Mrs. Ashley ? ” 

“Certainly you may. Arthur’s spirits and health are 
altogether too low, now, to be dangerously excited,” she 
replied. 

“ Well, I’li try it,” answ^ered the Major. “ You blamed 
me, Arthur, for raising notions in Master llylo,* bjit suppose 
I tell VOll that he is nortain. if ho livoa tn ho Sir T?v1o 
Ashley ? ” 

“I should say ^ou we/e speaking very.foolishiy—with 
your pardon, Major.” . . 

■ “ And if I add that he, Ryle, is the present hoir-apparent ?. ” 

“That he cannot be. When I die, he will be Philip’s 
hcir-presnmptive.” •: 
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‘‘ But you are not dead : you are alive and talking. What 
a man this husband of yours is, Mrs. Ashley ; persisting in 
putting himself out of the world, like this I Ryle is the 
present heir-apparent.” 

“ To Philip ? ” uttered the bewildered Mr. Ashley. 

, “Ko. To you. What shall you say, yet, if I add that 
you arc Sir Arthur Ashlej ? ” 

“ Oh I ” ejaculated Mrs. Ashley, rising in concern, “ Sir 
PJiilip must be dead ! Poor child 1 What has happened, 
Major Hayne ? ” 

“ Not he, he is as live and fat a» ever, but h^ is not Sir 
Philip Ashley. Arthur, you arc the real, genuine, bon^ fide 
baronet^ and have been since the moment of your uncle’s 
death.” 

They sat in consternation. “ It is not possible,” whispered'^ 
Ml’S. Ashley. 

” It is,” returned the Major. “ You, my dear, are the 
legitimate li^dy Ashley, ajjd that old harridan up at the 
house is only the dowager. Itjs true, as I ayi a living man. 
Now don’t go and make you^ hands tremble like that,*sir, 
or I’ll unsay all I have said.” 

“Do explain yourself,” gasped Arthur, falling back in 
his chair. “ How can it be ? ” 

“ Thj boy, Philip, is a usurper, a palmed-ofif heir. Neither 
her child nor' Sir Hgfrry’s.” 

“ Not their child ? ” 

“ No mqi»^than he is yours or mine.” 

“ But she was confined at St. Quest of a male child, who 
was named Philip ? ” • • 

“ She was. Bjit after I and Sir Harry departed, leaving 
her there, for she said, in her laziness, she was not well 
enough Jbo trdvel, that child died. What did my lady do ? 
Instead of writing to Bir Han|r, she hushed the matter up, 
and took an infant in the villi^e, who liSid lost its parents, 
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iis Philip’s substitute, and brought him home, six months 
afterwards, as the heir to Ashley.'’ 

“But,” debated Mr. Ashley, running over probabilities 
and improbabilities in his mind, as a man of judgment never 
fails to do, “ how could she have concealed it from the 
attendants, those she had with her ? ” 

“ She had only Nana, the coloured woman, ^yho would go 
through fire and water at her bidding, tind the child’s nurse, 
a native of St. Ouest. Nana must of course have been in 
the secret, and the nurse she discharged when they reached 
Paris. Oil, I have got all particulars,- signed, scaled, and 
sworn to,'besides that very nurse, and a woman named 
Marie Baux, the fahie child’s next-of-kin, from whon^jny 
lady got him, and a tlerk from the rnairie^ as they call it, 
•to swear to the register. He’s a fellow with a board a foot 
long, and frightened the barmaid at the Ashley Arms into 
hysterics when I took them there just now, to be lodged 
for the night.” 

• “ How came^you with them inquired Avfliur. 

“I have been to St. (Tiiest, hunting them up, and a long 
job I have had of it, for some of them were scattered. 
When I came here last Christmas and saw Philip, his 
remarkable fairness struck upon me with wonder, and I 
told both Sir Harry and Lady Ashley ho was not the child 
born at St. Ouest, for that child had •been dark as night. 
They insisted it was ; at least she did. Sir Hairy only spoke 
froiq her: though - he did toll me the change m the boy’s 
skill and eyes had astonished him, when Lady Ashley 
first brought him hom^, Sir Harry’s Suspicions were not 
uwakened ; it yvai^ hardly dikoly; and it is as well they were 
not, with death so near. Mine, however* were more than 
suspicious, they were certainties, and away I went to St. 
Ouest. I found out my la^’s trick*, collected the evidence 
in all due form, the certificate of the i*eal Philip’s death and 
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burial, Avitli the registering clerk, as I tell you, to SAvoar to 
it, and brought the tAA’o Avomcn to confront my lady, in case 
of her proving restive.. She’ll have a surprise she little 
looks for to-morroAV morning.” 

“ It is wonderful I ” uttered Mr. Ashley, scarcely able to 
believe his OAvn senses. 

* “ Rather so, My stars! Avhat a mistake Sir Harry made 
in marrying that woniau T But, Arthur, Avhy do you suppose 
she did all this ? ” 

•“ With the vicAv to reigning over Ashley, I suppose, as 
mother of the heir.” 

“ Griiess again, my boy. That motiA^c may haVe had its 
Aveight, but her chief aim AA^as to prcAi3nt your succeeding 
to Ashley. Hatred to you, from all* I can hear and sec, 
seems to have, been the moving spring of her married life,”* 

- “ Ah, no doubt,” ansAvered Mr. Ashley, in evasive tones. 

“ And serve you right. Master Arthur, if her hatred had 
only extended to trifles,” whispered the Major, beyond the 
heariiig of Mts. Ashley, young gallyits think that 

to make sport of a Avoman’s heart ih fair game, but you ,get 
paid out sometimes.” 

“ She has paid.me out pretty sharply,” responded Arthur, 
the tone of his voice betraying both consciousness and 
annoyance. 

“ Sho*has, and be shot to her. Well, her turn m\[ come 
to-morrow. Will you do what I suggested ? Graystock I 
shall want n^self, and have secured him, but you can have 
somebody from his office.” 

“ You mean about my will. WJiat hurry is there for a 
day or two ? ” 

“ It will be better done* 1 wish it.” 

“ Then I will certainly do it. I am under unbounded 
obligations to yon, Major Haynp.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

CHEATlN(i DOES NOT ALWAYS PROSPER. 

f 

Majoji tlAYNB did not do his work by halves. He had 
made his preparations before his visit to Arthur, and the 
following day he waited upon Lady Ashley. Not alone. 
He had pressed into the service the high sheriff of the 
county, Colonel Rusherford, an old and faithful friend of 
Sir Harry’s. Mr. Graystock, the lawyer, and little Mr. Gay, 
the surgeon, the Major also took with him. ^The French 
witnesses were ^^lose at hgnd.. 

Ferocious as Lady Ashley’s? fits of passion had sometimes 
been, they were as nothing compared with the one which 
overtook her when Alajor Hayne opened his business. She 
denied everything ; she swore the child, Philip, was hers ; 
she would have quitted the room and refused to listen, but 
they compelled licr to remain. “ Whefi. your ladyship shall 
be calm, we will discuss this matter quietly,” said Colonel 
Rusherford, “ and the steps which must be tahtrj.” 

“ There is nothing to discuss,” she imj)etuously retorted. 
“ How dare you come heref with your plotting taks that Sir 
Philip is not the rightful 6eir ? ” o 

“ Philip Ashley died at St. Guest, and was buried there,” 
said Major Hayne. “ He died of convulsions,*and hisigravc 
is on the outside of the Catholic cemelery; and I have taken 
the liberty, ma’am^ of putting a gravestone over it, which 
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you forgot to do. This child, 'whom you call Sir Philip, is 
Robert Baux,the son of the postilion who was killed driving 
you and Sir Harry into St. Quest. Do you deny having 
adopted that man’s child ? ” 

“ It is false, it is an infamous fabrication,” she reiterated, 
after a momentary hesitation. “ I adopted no child, and mj 
own did not die.” 

“Take care, Lady Ashley,” interposed Major Hayne. 
“ I have just returned from St. Quest and have brought 
wnth me ample proofs. On the evening of the day on which 
your child was buried you went with Cclestine, one of the 
maids at the inn, to Banx’s house, and offered to* adopt the 
iu(ant orphan. Marie Baux, the aunt; to whom the charge 
of the postilion’s children had faUcii, Helivcred the infant to 
you then, and Cclestine carried it to the inn. Cclestine is^ 
here, Lady Ashley.” 

Lady Ashley was visibly startled. “ Here! ” 

“ Outside. Waiting to be called in.” 

“^nd yoif would believe\l^ word of a myerable servant- 
girl in preference to mine! ” shb uttered, recovering, her 
equanimity. “ Colonel Rushefford, I am surprised that you 
should have lent your countenance to so infamous a 
business.” 

“Celestinc is not alone, my lady,” imperturbably pro¬ 
ceeded ^ajor Hayne. “ Marie Baux is with her. And the 
wet-nurse is also with her ; the one who nursed your child 
first, and JjjyB false Philip afterwards, and whom yoi\ sent 
back to St. Quest, after reaching Paris. And the official 
who registered thd death of yoiu; ghild lias come over with 
the three women to take care of them.” • 

“ Lady Ashley,” interposed Colonel Rusherford, “ I do not 
wish to hurb your feelings, but the fraud is undeniable and 
the proofs are at hand. Undjr these circumstances, it will 
cause you least pain to give up Ashleji quietly. I do not 
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mean this day—Sir Avtliur would not wish that; but say 
between now and a week’s time.” 

“ Sir Arthw'! ” she ejaculated, as if paralyzed. 

‘SSir Arthur,” calmly - repeated Colonel Rusherford. 
** Ashley is his now, and he has been wrongfully kept tmt of 
it since liis uncle’s death.” 

“ And in giving you a week to ,gct out of it, ma’am, Sir 
Arthur and Lady Ashley will show' more consideration for 
you than you have shown for them,” added Major llayuc- 

The Avords seemed to stun hei'. “ Sir Arthur and Lady 
Ashley! ” . Had it coma to that at last, after all licr sinful 
niamouvriiig She fell batdc in her cliair, and her face 
assumed a livid hue through its dark skin. 

“ Should you ever cause one infant to personate another 
^'ogain, iny lady,” iwoceeded Major Ilaync, “ take care that 
their eyes and skin are not so I’emarkably dissimilar. There’s 
the point that did for your scheme.” 

She sprang from her scat, fur^ in her voice ^nd gesture. 

I care not Avl^it you say—arc all in a plot against me. 
Philip is Sir Philip Ashley,^ aiid you shall nob dispossess 
him.” 

Then they called in the witnesses, and the child, Philip, 
was fetched from the nursery by Mr. Gay. He alone ■would 
have been sufficient evidence, for he was the very image of 
Marie Baux, his father’s sister. The Ihtter clasped him to 
her witli kisses and teai’S ; she knew the Baux face j there 
was <10 mistaking it. 

There is no necessity to pursue the hringiug home of the 
proofs to Lady Ashley.* • They were too powerful to be 
confuted, even by her, or by a gentleman from the lawyer’s 
office, who bad been galloped for in red-hot haste; and the 
conviction forced itself upon her, in the midst of her. stormy 
passion, that she. must inde^ abandon Ashley. And now 
arose a secondary'^punishment. Bir Harry Ashley, in his 
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will, had provided for the contingency of Philip’s death, and 
Arthur’s consequent succession, and had amply provided for 
his wife and Blanche. That will she had destroyed, and a 
large portion of the money that would have been hers, now 
came to Arthur Ashley. 

When the sad dispute and the confusion of the day came 
to an end, the gentlemen quitted Lady Ashley, Mr. Gray- 
stock departed for home, but the other three turned towards 
Lyiden, to report to Sir Arthur. Who should they meet on 
their way but the gamekeeper, "VYatsoii, moving his goods 
and chattels ; his old mother and yqjmgest child seated at 
the top of the cart, his wife and the elder ciiildren walking 
behind it. 

“ Hallo, W'atson I ” cried Surgeon CJay, “ where arc you 
decamping to ? ” 

“ IMy lady has turned me out, gentlemen,” sadly answered 
the man. “ She gave me warning, and for fear I should not 
go to my time, which was to-day, scut in a man this 
moriilug to enforce it, and keeji possession. ^ have taken a 
cottage over the hill, and Squii^ Prout has promised to find 
me employment. Oh, sirs ! my heart’s almost broken. I 
never thought to see Ashley come to this.” 

Just turn the horse’s head round,” said Major ITayne. 

‘‘ Sir 9 ” 

“ Turn round anch go back to the lodge and put your 
goods in again,” he added to the bewildered gamekeeper. 
“ If the mpb disputes it, tell him to come down to Linden, 
and get his orders from Sir Arthur Ashley. Her ladyship 
is nothing but th5 dowager, without any power whatever, 
for the child, Ph^ip, was no son ol Sir Harry’s. Sir Arthur 
is your master now.” 

“ IJie, Lord be thanked 1 ” uttered the relieved man. 
“ It’s like awaking frofii a nighi)mare.” 

“Are ye sure it is Sir Arthur, sirs ? ” •cried the old lady 
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from her high seat, though tears of joy were falling from 
her eyes. “ Are ye sure it is uae Sir Ryle ? 

“ Why Sir Ryle ? ” demanded Colonel Rusherford, with a 
smile. “ Why not Sir Arthur ? ” 

“ Ye ken weel, Colonel Rusherford, that Sir Ryle must 
come after Sir Harry; that it always has come. I knew 
there was something not straight, not canny, when they sai<l 
there was a Sir Philip; and I dftina think now it will be 
Sir Arthur.” 

“ But it is Sir Arthur, ma’am,” responded Major Ilayhe. 
“ And has been ever since Sir Harry’s death, if we had but 
known it,’' 

“But we did nao know it, sir,” persisted the old lady, 
“ and he never reigned. No, no, it will nao be Sir Artlmr, 
•. now, to come into Ashley.” 

They pursued their way, leaving the gamekeeper to turn 
his cart round. When near to Linden, little Ryle met them, 
miming in great agitation. 

“ Oh, sir,” he exclaimed to S(*.rgeon Gay, ** make haste to 
my dear father^ He is a greit deal worse, and his mofith is 
bleeding.” 

“ The blood-vessel again I ” muttered the doctor to Major 
Hayne ; “ this is what I feared when I told you yesterday to 
get him to a speedy settlement of his affairs. Come along, 
Master Ryle ; let us have a run.” 

He was a spare, active man, and sped along as fast as 
Ryle. They soon gained the house. “You stop outside, 
my clear,” he said, “ while I go in.” 

“ There’s mamma watching for you,” j'eturned Ryle. 

“ Where is he, Jjady A^liley ? ” asked the, surgeon. “ In 
which room ? ” • 

In the midst of her distress she started at the title, almost 
as the other Lady Ashley had done., Where ease and rank 
indeed her hiisban^’s, now tliat he was dying ? . . 
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In a short time the doctor came out again. The two 
gentlemen and the little boy were on the lawn before the 
house. For merry Surgeon Gay, he was looking very sad. 

“ The old lady was right,” he whispered to the former. 
“ Sir. Arthur was not fated to reign ; this child is already 
chief of Ashley.” 

Ryle, of a quick, sensityfc nature, whoso fears were already 
on the work, noted tlic hushed voices, the pained looks. 
“^Papa is worse I ” he quickly cried to Mr, Gay, “ and they 
have been telling mo that he is Sir Arthur Ashley. Ob, 
sir I he is not dead, is ho ? ” 

“ My dear child,” said the surgeon, taking Ryle’s hand, 
“ your father is gone to a better wofld. See how bright 
and beautiful it looks up there,” he hdded, pointing to the 
calm blue summer sky. “ No storms, no anger, no death T 
all peace and love and pleasantness. I wish the time was 
come for us all to be there.” But Sir Ryle sank down on 
the grass with a wailing cry. 

On as fair a day as that, they entered oil their home at 
Ashley; Lady Ashley, in her deep sorrow and her widow’s 
weeds, with her younger children and her eldest child, its 
owner. Very speedily had Lauretta, Lady Ashley^ when 
she found it must be, evacuated Ashley. Sir Arthur had 
desired, in the will made the morning of his death, that the 
property left to her by Sir Harry in the will which she had 
rendered ny yatnrv might be given up to her ujpon on§ con¬ 
dition —that Blanche should be brought up at Ashley, under 
the care of his ^fe Anna. Fgr, the welfare of the little 
girl, and the honour of the name of Ashley, he would not 
suffer her to remain with her mother, if he could by any 
means prevent it. Lauretta, Lady Ashley, agreed to this, 
through her solicitor,* Mr. St^rm, and seemed rather glad 
^han .otherwise to be relieved of the trouble of Blanche. 
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She announced her intention of departing for India, the 
favourite home of her earlier days. England was a villanous 
country to live in, she said, and Englishmen were ruihans, 
false and dctestablc—sho would take herself away from them. 
Major Hayne, who had the management of Sir Arthur’s 
affairs, was in glee when he heard it, and sent a polite 
message back, that, failing an escort, he would conduct her 
thither himself, sooner than Indk should be disappointed 
of her. As to Philip (so to call him), he was laden with 
toys and sent back to Bt. Quest, with his aunt and the 
other two, and the man with the beard, a small annuity 
being settled on him fo/ life. 

Bo the place returned to its former peace, for recent 
wrongs were all righted, and old Hannah Watson said she 
^should wait her call for departure with calmness, now that 
Sir Ryle reigned, in his own turn, over Ashley. 
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THE ENGAGEMENT OF SUSAN CHASE. 


CHAPTER I.' 

LIEUTENANT CARNAOIB. 

A LADY and gentlcnnin were pacing a covered walk one 
dull day in November. Both were young; he had some¬ 
thing of a military air about him; a tall, thin man, very 
dark. She was fair, with a^oulm’^face and pleasant expres¬ 
sion. Just now, however, hqy features were glowing with 
animation, her cheeks burning, and her eyes cast down ; 
for he, Charles Carnagie, had been telling her that he loved 
her ; and she would rather have his love than that of the 
whole jvorld beside. 

Lieutenant Carnagie had come on a visit in the neigh¬ 
bourhood. He had accidentally met with Susan Chase the 
vei 7 first ^y of his arrival, and he had contrived tq,meet 
her pretty nearly every day since, now some weeks, so that 
love had grown *up between tluim. A gossiping letter, 
received that morning from a* brother officer, spoke of 
a rumour that their regiment was about to be ordered to 
the Y^est Indies : and this had caused him to speak out. 

“ You know, Susan,**’ he sai<l) “ I cannot go without you.” 

A deeper blush still, then a troubled# expression, and she 
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half raised her eyes. “ Mamina will not consent to that; 
she will say I am too young.” 

“ Susan-” laughed Mr, Carnagie. 

“ Yes. Well ? ” for he seemed to have found some 
source of amusement, and laughed still. 

“ Do you remember the other evening, wheii the Maitlands 
cime to tea, and the conversation fdrned on marriage, your 
mother informed us she was married at seventeen. You 
are eighteen, so she cannot consistently bring forward youv 
youth as an objection.” 

“ Yes ; but she also said that early marriages were-” 

“That early marriages were the incarnation of impru¬ 
dence and impropriety ” interrupted Mr. Carnagie, “ layiiig 
the foundation for all the disasters that flesh is heir to; 
from an unconscionable share of children, to a ruined 
pocket and wretched, health. My dearest Susan, we will 
risk them all, and cite her own example when she holds out 
•against us.” 

“ Look at the^ rain I ” suddenly exclaimed Miss Chase, as 
they'came to an opening in the trees. “ How long can it 
have begun ? ” , 

“ It’s coming down pretty smartly too. There are worse 
misfortunes at sea, Susan. We can turn back again and 
wait its pleasure. You are under shelter here.” 

“ But indeed I dare not stay longer. ""I wonder what the 
time is ? Will you look, please ? ” 

Mr! Carnagie took out Ids watch. “ It is at the moment 
of twelve.” 

“ Twelve I ” she exclaiAed, in astonishment. “ Twelve! 
Charles, we have been here an hour and a half. What will 
mamma say ? ” 

“Nothing. When she hears wl^at we have to* fcbll 
her.” 

“Oh, Charles 1 \ only went out to take a message to 
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4hc cottage. And sbo knows I might have been back in 
tbn minutes. Indeed I must hasten in.” 

He opened his umbrella, which he had brought with him, 
for rain had been threatening all the morning ; and, causing 
her to take his arm, held it over her. She walked timidly : 
it was the first time she had ever taken it: and the moment 
they came within view oHhc house, she relinquished it. 

“ Susan, what’s that for ? ” 

• “ Don’t you see mamma at the window ? ” she faltered. 

“ Yes; and I see that she is looking at us. Come, Susan, 
lake courage ; a few minutes morc„aud she will know that 
it is all as it should be.” 

'Mr. Carnagie took possession of ^jer hand, intending to 
make it again a prisoner; but Susan drew it away, and 
hurried off in the rain, leaving him and his umbrella to 
follow at leisure. 

She bounded into the hall, out of t)reath. Her mother 
came and nyit her. Mr. Carnagie was not far behind. 

*^usan, where ever hav(l* yoTi been ?’’^Sxclaimed Mrs. 
Chase, motioning her into the sitting-room. “ What- has 
detained you ? ” 

Of course she had \’''are'use to offer, and she murmured 
something unintci.‘'’>- is noWtrs. Chase only caught the word 
“ rain#”. 

“ Rain! you coRld not have waited for that.' It has 
only just commenced. Where is it that you have been, 
Susan ? ” ' 

“ I believe I detained her, Mrs. Chase,” spoke up young 
Carnagie. “ I was coming herer, and met her, and we have 
been walking in the covered walk.” 

Politeness kept Mrs. Chase silent. But she did not allow 
her daughters to walk-with young men, either in covered 
walks or uncovered, and, sho mentally prepared a lecture 
for Susan. 
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“Susan has been making me a promise,” resumed Mr. 
Carnagie, folding and unfolding a piece of paper, which ho 
took up from the table. 

“ Not to go out walking with you again, I hope,” hastily 
interposed Mrs. Chase. “ For I cannot sanction it.” 

“ Not precisely that. Mre. Chase, she has promised to 
be ray wife.” 

Mrs. Chase was taken entirely by surprise. A chest 
complaint, from which she suffered constantly, caused her 
to be much confined at home, rarely, if ever, to accompany 
her daughters in their jvalks or evening visits; therefore 
she had seen little of the progress of the intimacy. Susan 
sat down on the sofa,* and drooped her face, and nervously 
played with her bonneli-strings. , 

“ Conditionally, of course,” added Mr. Carnagie, “ that 
you have no objection to offer. I trust you will have none, 
Mrs. Chase.” 

“ Dear me ! this is very sudden,” was all that lady could 
find to utter alowd. 

“My family—I believe you^tnow—arc of great respecta¬ 
bility ; and I possess a few thousands besides my commission. 
I will try to make her happy, Mr/ 'lhase.” 

“ I have heard you highly .t by Sir Arthur, 

Mr. Carnagie. But still—you nftfiu allow me to cc^nsider 
' this seriously, before giving a final answer.” 

“Oh, certainly. I did not expect anything more. If 
you wpl kindly not take too much time,” he add^d, “ for I 
believe there will be little time to spare.” 

“ I do not understand ypu,” said Mrs. Chase. 

“ I had a letter from Dnake, of ours, this morning, and 
he tells me there’s a rumour that we are to be sent off to 
the West Indies.” 

“ And you wish for an answir before* you leave ? That is 
natural. You shall have it.” 
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“ My dear Mrs. Chase -I wish for her before I leave. I 
must take her with me.” 

“ Take—arc you speaking of Susan ? ” uttered the 
astonished Mrs. Chase. 

“Of' course I am. Several of onr officers arc married 
men, and their wives will accompany them out.” 

“ If Susan were older 1 would not say you nay: only 
three or four years older.” 

I cannot go without Susan. I never could endure to 
leave her behind me, with nothing more binding between us 
than an engagement: I might hav® to stop out there for 
years, before I could get leave to come borne and claim her. 
Bear Mrs. Chase, if you are satisfi^ with me in other 
respects, you must give your consent to our being mamed 
at once.” 

“ Mr. Carnagie I Bo you know Susan’s age ? ” 

“ Yes. Eighteen. And you,” he added, with a half-smile, 
“ were seventeen when you nmTied. I heard ^ou say so.” 

Ml’S. Chase looked vexed.^“ True; that^was my age,” 
she answered : “and it is that*very fact which has set me 
against car!;!:,^marriages for my children. They are a great 
mistake.—bu’^an, where are you going ? Stay and hear 
what 1 have to say : it is now fitting that you should do so. 
Sit dowiL again. I have scarcely enjoyed a day’s peace 
since I married, Mr. •Carnagie. I had many children, and 
have had nothing but worry, noise, bustle, toil! Oh, you 
don’t knowv'the discomfort of early marriages : anU 1 
almost made a vow that my daughters should not marry 
until they were of a proper age.” ' 

“May I inquire what you would call a proper age ? ” he 
asked, suppressing a smile. 

“ Well—I think the most proper and the best age would 
be about five-and-twenty, Bulf certainly not until twenty 
was turned.” 
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“ Busan wants only two years of twenty. Dear Mrs. Chase, 
I must plead that you change your resolution in her case. 
Were I stationary in England, and could occasionally see 
her, it might be different. I must take her with me.” 

“ You are not yet sure of going.” 

“ No, I am not. Drake thought- 

“ We will not discuss it furtli^ for the present,” inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. Chase. “ You have nearly startled me out of 
my sober sense and judgment.” 

“ Yery well. May I come in to-morrow nibrniiig ? ” 

“ If you like. I will then say yes or no to the engage¬ 
ment : but without reference to the marriage.” 

** Now mind, Busan,” he snatched a moment to whisper, 

if your mother still holds out, and vow's wo must wait an 
indefinite number of years, we will not wait at all, but just 
elope, and settle it that way. It’s most unreasonable of 
her. I can’t wait for you, and I won’t.” 

Susan smiled faintly. She^’as not one of the eloping 
sort. 

The next morning came.* Mrs. Chase had resolved to 
accept Mr. Carnagie, finding that Susan’s “ m’*'d,” as she 
called it, was set upon him; and indeed, there was no reason 
why she should not accept him; but when Mr. Carnagie 
came, she found there was something else to be* settled, 
lie had received a summons to join his regiment,, which 
was then quartered in Ireland, and also a positive, though 
not'official notification, that it was ordered^ the West 
Indies, and would be away in two montl)^. Now, was Busan 
to go with him,or ndti* Mrs. Chase said no, he, said 
yes: and after much argument on both* sito, and some 
slight indication of relenting on hers, they somehow came 
to the conclusion that Susan herself should decide the 
matter, ^ * 

“My dear, decide cried Mrs. ChM “Think 
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\ 7 ell over the fatal objections I have pointed out. Prudence, 
mind I ” 

**Susan, my darling, decide bravely,” cried he; “don’t 
be afraid. Think how happy we shall be together I ” 

And' poor Susan, amidst a rush of colour and a flood of 
tears, decided to go. 

“ Oh, dear I ” groaned 'Mrs. Chase, “ there will be no 
time to prepare you a suitable trousseau, Susan.” 

if No time 1 ” echoed Mr. Carnagie. “ I could get an 
outfit made and packed in three days, and Susan has twice 
ns many weeks. I should think she miight buy up half the 
shops in Great Britain in that time.” , 

Mr. Carnagie made the best of liis.way to Ireland, and 
Susan made the best use of her hands and energies in pre¬ 
paring for her change of prospects. In seven weeks they 
were to be married, and in eight to sail. Mr. Carnagie had 
interest with his colonel, and had no doubt of obtaining 
another shorty leave of absf^e. During this time Mrs. 
Chaser had Susan’s miniature taken—to console them, she 
said, when Susan should be gone. It was a good likeness, 
but it flattered her. Susan wrote a merry account of this 
to Mr. Carnagie. 

One day, when Susan’s friend, Frances Maitland, had 
come in*to help her with some delicate work, she began 
speaking of the dispo^tion of Mr. Carnagie. 

“Susan, tell me : do you believe he is, on the whole, 
calculated to^iiiake you happy ? V 

“ Is there any reason why he should not be ? ” was 
Susan’s answer. 

“ He is so fearfully passionate.”* 

“Who says so?” demanded Susan, in tones of resent¬ 
ment. • 

** Oh, he IB. ' Ask. the Ashleys? There yas something up 
about a dog. It was when Charles Carnagie was stopping 
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there. He completely lost all self-control, and rushed to 
his room for his sword. Bessy met him on the stairs ; he 
was brandishing it, and looking like a madman. She says 
there was an awful scene. Arthur declares he never before 
saw so violent a temper.” 

“Charles must have been greatly provoked,” remarked 
Susan. 

“ He provoked himself, I believe. However, Susy, it is 
your own affair. I’m sure I don’t want to set you against 
him. Marriage is a lottery at the best: ‘ for richer for 
poorer, for better foiv.worse.’ You will soon have to say 
that, yon know.” , 

Susan Chase had mot soon to say it. The time of‘the 
wedding drew on, and on the day previous to that fixed 
for it, Lieutenant Carnagie arrived at Stopton, having 
obtained his leave of absence. Mrs. Chase’s house was at 
some distance from it, but it was a fine, frosty morning, 
and he set out to walk. 

He had coi^ie nearly ?n View of the house when Lo met 
a funeral. It startled Mr. Carnagie considerably, for surely 
it had come from the very house he was bound to. There 
were only some half-dozen cottages besides, that the road 
led to, just there, and that style of funeral was not likely 
to come from a cottage. He vaulted over a gaf^ by the 
roadside, and peeped at it through ^the hedge; a hearse 
and several carriages. When it had passed, he came forth 
again, leaned over the gate, and gazed after it. Some 
children drew near, slowly following the sight in awe, 
gazers like himself. ' 

“Who is deaS?” h^ inquired of them. “Who is it 
that is being taken to the churchyard ? ” 

“ Mrs. Chase, sir.” « 

“ Mrs. Chase I ” he uttei^, horror-stricken. “ What did 
she die of ? ” * 
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The children did not know. Only that “ she had died 
because she was ill.*’ 

“ Can you inform me what Mrs. Chase died of ? ” the 
young officer repeated, for a woman now came up, “ Was 
it any accident ? ” 

“ No, sir, no accident. She has been ailing a long time, 
some years, and she got guddenly worse at the last, and 
died,” was the woman’s answer, who evidently did not 
know Mr. Carnagie. “ It was so quick, that her sons did 
not get here in time to sec her, nor the little miss that was 
at school.” 

He was terribly shocked, scarcely 5ble to believe it. 

“When did she die?” 

“ On Tuesday, sir. Four days ago.* 

“ Are they not burying her very soon ? ” 

“ Well, air, the funeral was first fixed for to-morrow—I 
know all about it, you see, because I have been in there, 
since, helping the servants- But to-morrow, Saturday, was 
to have been Miss Susan Chaas^’s wedding-dayf and I believe 
she couldn’t bear the idea, poor *thing I of the funeral’s 
taking place on it—what was to have been so different. 
Then the next day was Sunday, and some of the family did 
not like that day, and one of the sons was obliged to be 
back at his college on Monday. So they settled it for 
to-day.”“ 

Stunned with the news, Mr. Carnagie turned back. There 
seemed an indelicacy in his going to the house at that 
moment, anil he waited till the after-part of the day, and 
went then. A servant showed hyn into a darkened room, 
and Susan came to him. 

He thought sh^ would have cried herself ill. Her emotion 
was pitiable. • He clasped her in his arms, and she lay there 
and sobbed, almost hysterically,,as a child cries. She could 
give him very little more information than had previously 
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been imparted. Their dear mother's complaint had taken 
an unfavourable turn, and tiad carried her off, almost 
without warning. One of her brothers, Susan said, had 
written to him on the Tuesday night, after it happened. 
^Mr. Carnagie had left Ireland before the letter got there. 

“Susan,” he whispered, when she was a little calmer, 

“ must this entail a separation on us ? ” 

She looked at him, scarcely understanding. 

“ Must we wait ? Must I sail without you ? ” 

“Charles, that is almost a cruel question*,” she said at 
length. “ How could you ask it ? Would you have me 
marry you before my aiother is cold in her grave ? A year, 
at any rate, must pass over.” 

“ It may be much longer tlian that. I shall not' get 
leave so readily again. Oh, Susan ! this is a hard trial.” 

“ It is the will of God,” she sighed, “ and we must 
bear it.” 

“ I shall not bear it patiently. I shall get manying one 
of the coppc]:, half-caste natives, out of defiance, or some¬ 
thing as despgrate. Fancy'what it will be—condenined to 
vegetate by myself in that^ stifling climate, and you some 
millions of miles away! ” 

Susan was silent, pained at the tone of the remark. At 
that moment a girl of fifteen opened the door and looked 
in; wearing deep mourning, like herself. « 

“ Come in, Emma, darling,” she fondly said, drawing her 
sister towards her. “This is Mr. Carnagie, who was to 
hafe been so nearly related to us to-morrd’t/. Charles,” 
she added, “ were there no other reason^ I must have stayed 
to protect this c^ild. My mother specially bequeathed her 
to me.” -t ^ 

Emma Chase, who bore a resemblance to h^r sister Susan, 
felt a restraint in this stranger’s presence, and she quickly' 
and silently withdrew. ^ 
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“ Well, thia ft gloomy pyospecfc for us, Susan,” resumed 
Mr. Carnagie, who could not get over his disappointment. 
“ What I say is no more joke-^that it may be years before 
I can come to fetch you.” 

She raised her eyes to his, in all the expression of their 
trusting confidence. ** No matter how many, Charles, you 
will find me waiting for you.” 

“ But it is hard, for all'that.” 

“ Do you think—'pray forgive me if I suggest anything 
Tswong, or unpleasing—that if you were to return at once 
to your duty, without taking the leave granted yon now 
(excepting the time occupied in travelling, which cannot 
be avoided), that they would be more^ inclined to allow it 
you when you next ask for it ? H is an idea that has 
occurred to me.” 

“ Perhaps so. It is not a bad notion. But, Susan, I 
would rather spend it with you.” 

“We are so sad just now,” she murmured; “all the 
house is sad.” 

TItere was something in het* toUiO which semned to convey 
an intimation that his presence might not be acceptable to 
that house of sorrow; or at least Mr. Carnagie fancied so. 
And he did think her suggestion of going back to his duty 
ft good one. 

“ Then, Susan, I think I had better make up my mind to 
leave you, and start back this very night.” 

“ It may bo better,” she answered, the tears standing in 
her eyes. 

“ And in another year, my darling, if all’s well, I trust 
I shall come and cTaim you.” 

“ I trust so,” she whispered. 

He had in his pocket her wedding-ring, which he had 
bought as he'came through Liverpool, and he drew it forth, 
fttid.slipped it on to hm* fingef—on the finger he ought to 
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have slipped it on in church on the morrow. “There, 
Susan ; now that binds you to me. Let it remain there 
till—until I take it off only to put it on again.” 

“ Not on that finger,” she remonstrated, her pale cheek 
flushing. 

“ Why not ? ” 

“ Strangers will think that I api married.” 

“And in one sense you are so, for we are married in 
heart. Let it remain there for my sake.” 

“ Very well,” she murmured. * 

“ Susan, I must now ask something else. The miniature 
that was taken of you.^* 

Susan hesitated. It was still in her mother's room; in 
what she used to calTher “ treasure drawer.” 

“ I was to have had the original, and they the likeness,” 
he said ; “ but now that the original will be left at home, 
I may surely take the miniature. Let me have it, Susan.” 

She went and fetched it. 

“ And now I will bid yoii ^Tarcwell, for if T am to go, I 
must start at cnce,” he said, straining her to him. “ God 
bless you, ’ my love! my durling wife that was to have 
been! Be true to me, Susan, as I will be true to you.” 

He departed. But he did not return to his duty, as they 
had agreed. He meant to do so, but he returned by way 
of London, and the attraction of tl;|.e capital proved too 
much for his resolution. In duo course he departed with 
his ^regiment for Barbadoes : and poor Susan Chase re¬ 
mained at home, to pine after him, and to wear the plain 
gold ring he had placed ^op her finger. < 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

HOME AT} l^AijT. 

TitE quay at Liverpool was alive with bustle and noise, for 
a large West Indian ship had just arrived after its pros¬ 
perous voyage. Jt was a winter’s day: the cold made 
itself felt, and the passengers, when they left the ship, 
were not sorry to hasten to the shelter off warm hotels. 

One of them, a young and good-looking lady, only 
entered an hotel to leave it again. As soon as a post- 
chaise could be gut ready she took her seat in it to go 
farther on. *She looked ill and careworn, as if her health 
or her mind had suffered?: j^rhaps both. 

“ It is an ^expensive way of travelling,” she said to 
herself, “but it was better to come on. Another night 
of this susj^nse, now I am so near to them, would have 
seemed longei than all the rest. I wonder whether I shall 
hear of her ? I wonder whether she has made her way to 
our home ? ” . ® 

It was about seven o'clock in the evening when she 
reached that hnme. A servant, whom she did noj/ recog¬ 
nize. answered the summons at the door. 

Is iliss Chase within ? ” 

“ Yes, ma’am.*^ 

“ Oh, I aip. very* glad J See to the luggage, wijl^ you ? 
i will go on in.” ^ " 

” The luggage I Is it to come here, ma*am ? ** 
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tiOMB AT LAST. , 

* ‘ > 

“ Yes,*’ smiled the traveller. " You arc strange in the 

house, or you would not ask it. I am Miss Susan Chase.” 

The girl’s eyes brightened with intelligence. “Oh, 

ma’am! 1 think Miss Ursula has been expecting you. I 

am pleased you have got home safely, from such a long 

way.” 

Ursula Chase Was sitting near the fire, reading by the 
light of a shaded lamp, which, though it threw its bright- 
ne^ on the page, cast its shadow on the room. She turned 
round when the door opened, and saw, indistinctly, a figure 
muffled up. 

“ Ursula, don’t you knou me ? ” 

“Susan I Susan I” * , 

Ursula, always cold and calm, was aroused out of hef 
nature. She loved her sister Susan better than any one in 
the world: or, it may be more correct to say, she lo\e(l 
no one but Susan. She clasped her, she hurried off her 
wrappings, she gently pushed her into an ca^-chair j and, 
finally, sat down in her own, ai^l burst iuto tears. The 
equable, undemonstrative Ursiifa Chase ! 

“ Forgive my being absurd, Susan ; but I am so rejoiced 
to have you back, safe and sound.” 

She had set Susan on, and she was crying also, far more 


bkt^^^i^han Ursula, The many disagreeable points of her 
ill-om-ii^ visit were •pressing painfujly on her remem* 
brance, and she sobbed aloud. 


“I wish I had been guided by you, IJrsula, and had 


never gon& t | shall repent it as long as 1 live.” ^ 

“ 'W’fflV well,^ it'i^Ver and done "With. I will "make you 

some tea. You feok^as if you hadjbeen ill, Susan.” 

“ I have baeu tory ill.’* 

“Oft th0 voyage home*? ” - 

“Ko. At Barbadpes.'* ^ ^ 

tJr§ttla ordered tl^ tea ihf uftd busied iu making 



' it. 

, scolding has gone out* of my hcad\* ^on, * 

Snsan, I had prepatod a slmfp one for yon/* J 
.. ** For my havittg .gono out ? ” ^, 


No^ Th^e old bygones must be I ' 






haying come home^ with .Mrs. Oarnagiq^rph^^ 
think of remaming behind ? ” 

Susan’s heart leaped into her mouth. “ Bid ^ 

Mri. Oarnagie come here on her return ? *' ^ 

“ Yes. She is here uow.” 

** N^w ! In the house ? ” 

“Hot in the house. Slio is spending the day at the 


♦» 


“ Bid she say why I did ilot come with her ? ** inquired 
Susan. 

“ I could not get from her why you did nob come—-or, 
indeed, why she came herself. There is no cotdiality 
between ua. ^ Had I been here alone, I should have been 
tempted to refuse to receive her. But Henry happened 
to he at home ^hen and waf pleased to welcome he^ and it 
is his house, nob mine. AVhen he went away agiain, ho 
charged me* to make her comfortable as long as ajh liked 
«to stay here. 1 questioned her as little as possible,‘but the ' 
, excuses she gave sounded frivolous to me—thai iw'wtre 
nob ready, and stepped to nurse ^r. Camagic, who was 
going bo have a fevif. It struck me that she ought to have 
assumed thp authority vested in a married wc^an, an^f* 
insisted',on your returning with her.' Snsaji;! haveiaiS* 
that I aiq^not goipg to<scold you now? 4ut Mr. tJamagioii>« 
house,was Uot quite the place for you, uus|niii(&^ by the 
pTos6ndo of his tife.’* ^ ‘ 

J “No, it Was\ok‘t spqk^;^SnaB, iu'2!^fatM'‘ta^% 

' 'FhlnTnB.^a l^aQ.i4.1aad i 


N.J- tjgtf 



2t3 



. 6 U 0 gave clwiiMJO of cpM^ Jier, Uisiila I blio 
ran awa# fro&Ta^Wooa/^* ^ . 

Jiad>tlio teapot iu her hand, preparing to pour out 
the tea. She pul it down, and turned li^r eyes on ^nsan. 
*‘ Ban aw^ l ’* 

“iCiaud^inply, Wo knew no more of her leaving than 
you did. She dressed for an evening party, went ^oUt—as 
I supposed—and never came home again. The next day 
wotfound that she had sailed for England.” 

‘*And her reason ?” imperioubly demanded Ursula, ^^llO 
had never any chanty to spare for ill doing, * j 

have not seen hei bince, you lviioi\. She and Mr, 
Camagie were not very ha] py together.'* 

“^That IS mjrc than likely,” rcbponded Ursula, in a 
marked tone. “ But Mr. Carnagie ought to have told you, 
if she did not. Of course,” she added, an iiuplcasaiit 
idea Ohtrudbg itself, ^‘she did not come without Lis 
sanction ? ” 


“Yes; and without his kuoi^ltdge albo, Ursula.^ And 
what made it worse, he was sifikemng for atfever ; and, for 


all she knew, he might have died in it.” 

** ThatU the fever she has hinted aj)* Which you, slvi, 
bays, reipained to nurse.” 

“ I didjHelp to nurse him through it. And took it my- 
j9elf^ and nearly lost my life.” ^ 

" Idea^ crowded fast upon the mind oFUrsula Chase. Her 


hroiy^ contracted. Were you l^id up there—^in his house 
*-iilone ? 

“No£,|done^, Af friend, a^wMow lady, cam<^ lo wo wn-h- 
me Jthe das jiff tei^llmma left And when I was well enpugh, 

I removeato'tier h^use untiU 

k jth4 ingotojgjfehenamlew story aicogetner I 
ntfcei:^ . 

do in 
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England P All I Wc heard her say abonii iliat her 
health^ was bad, and she wanted a change. ^ tt appeared 
to be good enough when she came here.” 

“ There was nothing the matter with her health. Ursula 
—the worst part of the history remains behind t she did 
not come away alone.’* 

“I know that. Biith came with her. The girl has 
leave for a week now, and is gone to sec her friends.” 

“I do not mean Ruth. She had made herself-w” 

Susan hesitated; hiiween her strong hope that Emma 
might be innocent, jnid the obligation that was upon her to 
disclose the plain truth, she was somewhat at a loss how 
to frame her words—“ Emma had made herself conspicuous 
with a friend of Mr. Carnagie’s ; had been too much in his 
company ; too free in her manners with him. He ”— 
Snsan dropped her voice to a whisper—“left Barbadoes 
with her.” 

Ursula turmd white. And lier tone, as she hastily 
rejoined, rose to a shriek. ^ 

“ ITis naipe not Chard f Susan, it was not Chard ? ” 

“ Captain Chard,” was Susan’s sad rejoinder. 

Ursula’s face presented a picture of dismay. After a 
lu^use, she spoke. 

“ He came here with her.” 

“ Came here I ” eclioed Susan. “ Hid he stay here ? ” 

“ No, A couple of hours only. She introduced him to, 
Henry as a friend of Mr. Camagie’s, who had taken clraTge 
of her over.* Susan! she has a letter from that man every 
morning—^^ety morning of her life. ** One day * Henry 
asked her who her regular correspondent* was, and she 
aeknow'ledged it was Captain Chard; she‘said he was 
transacting business relative to Barbadoes, and itr was 
necessary she should be kdpt inforined of its progress. 
What are wo to do with her ? If ^he is—what she may 
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mm AT LAs^. 

Arefyou tliat lio is fallowing yon to England ?-^ 
and for what pttrpose ? ” stomly demanded Ursula. 

“ To get a divorce, T hope,” ^yras the cool reply. 

It struck Ursula dumb. 

“ If ho has any spirit, ho will sue for a divorce, that’s 
all,” added Mrs. Caniagic. 

“ Oh, you wicked woman I ” uttered the indignant Ursula. 
“ To come hero, in brazen impudence, and bring 7im with 
yo^ 1 That man! l>id you forget, madam, that this uas 
a respectable house—^that it was once your mother’s, and 
that it is now mine ? ” 

” Forget it, no,” said Emma; and I am quite as re¬ 
spectable as yon are. And so is he.” 

“ Susan, is she mad ? ” 

pjiuraa advanced forward, her whole face lighted up with 
nassion. “ I have done no Vrong,” she said. “ I left my 
home in the way I did to get lid of my husband, rid of his 
name, and to become free again. I concerted my pi ms 
with Captain Chard. When IVft. Carnagic sues for a divorce, 
which of course he must do, he will obtair^ it, for it will be 
unopposed, and then I shall become Captain Chard’s Wife. 
Ho haS loved me long, and I love him. T Aave done no 
wrong,” she repeated, with flashing eyes, “and Ouptain 
Chard would not lead me into it; but rather ”—she dropped 
her voice—^“than nqt be rid of Lietitonant Carnagic, wo 
would run away to-morrow,” 

“ Oh, Emma I ” exclaimed Susan. “ If we believe you, 
can you expect the world will do so ? ” 

“It wiE have tt>. Once let the divorce be pronounced, 
and we shall make our assertions good. Bath can bear 
good testimony, and so can othefs. Mr. Oamagie has had 
a letter before this, despatched on my arrival here, that wEl 
sting him intc seeking a divotce : it was pui^os^jr, worded 
iorit”. 
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" Ate jw ot ot(iier ooneequa^irai^it di^ oioe i ”, 

ftsked §tii^.* ‘‘ilrrCama^jie ia bittorV in-o^jidntla^aiusfc 
Oftpfc&iii Oliard. He says ho wiH shoot him**^ ^' 

‘*!r#o (jail play %t that ^me,” retoited Mys. Qfji:nagie. 

** I hope,” uttered ITisuU, in fervent tones, “ tlwfe yom* 
C iptam Chard wifi bo diiunmod out of the legimont. A 
reputable commandci! ” 

“Too late,” saicastually njoined Mis Oainagie. “ITo 
has sold out ” t 

“The kindest thiucf tint could ha\e happened to you 
would haVe been a sliipwicck to the bottom pf the sea,” 
repeated Uisula. 

“Thank you. The wares ueic not of jour opinion, you 
perceive I hope and trust he may get shipwiockcd coming 
orcr. It would save a uoild of tiouble, and 1 and 0 iptam 
Ohaid viould hold a public rojoicing o\cr it. lla\c you 
any moio fault to find uibh me ^ Because, if not, I am 
going up to b(^d ” 

No reply “was made, ant\ JiCs. Caruagic quitted the loom. 

“Susan,” muttcicd Uibula‘again, “*s she mad ? What 
will become of us all, m the eyes of the woild ? ” 

“Can what*she &a>s be tiut’” asked Susan. “I am. 
inclined to believe it.* 

“What dilfeicnco does it make, whether true or false ? ” 
ictortod Ursula “We know the ccmstruCtion that must 
be put on such conduct. 1 shall write to Henry $ a letter 
that w£l biu^ him home If he persists ift allowing her 
to reitiam ihw house, 1 shall leave it,” 



CHAPTER IX. 

MAITTAND’b 

TwBLVr. months more passed away, and Emma Camagie’s 
strange plans were bearing fruit. Mr. Carnagi^ bad lost 
ho time; the very ship which had brought Susan home, 
had also brought certain instructions #rom Mr. Carnngie to 
his solicitors, and ho had followed them later. An action 
was forthwith Commenced against Captain Chard, “Car- 
nagie v. Chard.” It was'Mindefended at the trial, and 
judgment and damages were siilfcred to go by default. In 
eaily spriug, seventeen months after her departure from 
her hnsbaiuPs home, Mrs. Camagie was proribunced to have 
foifeited all claim to iSis musie for ever. During the pro¬ 
ceedings, Mrs. Oarnagie had resided ^th one of her 
brothers, for Ursula had been bitter, unforgiving, and 
vehement. < \, 

Before the divorce was finally pronounced^ Susan and 
Ursula were invited to spend 6omo time with an aged 
relative in Wales. They accepted it readily, glad to bo 
away'fr6m their oini neighbourhood for a “while: Ursula 
was wont to declare, every time she weu^ut; that the 
people “loolp^ fb^heV’fls ^ rcmin<^ herj^that she was 
the sister of They^were><fay thr/ge moi^i/hsl 

and the chief Change wfich they ^nnd on the|r,return was, 
that their rector had oJ)tat^ ask montW leavp of'absence, 
and a stranger wa^ j|^idift|f,§J. 

„forhim. 
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On tl^e following day, Sunday, they t^eut to church as 
usual* Thetiew clergyman had just ascended thefreadiiig- 
desk* BusaU looked at him: she rubbed her eyes and 
looked again; it was surely Mr. Leicester, whom she had 
left m BarbadoesI And now their gaze met, and there 
was no longer room for doubt, 

** I like him very much 1 cried Ursula, alluding to the 
new clergyman, as they were walking home from church 
after service. “ I wonder who he Is ? ” 

“ I can tell you,” said Su'?au. “It is Mr. Lcicc&tei. 1 
know him, Ursulri.” 

“ You I "Wheic have }on known him ? ” 

“ In Barbadocs. JIc liad a church there. It was to his 
house I whs remo\ed troux Mr. Ouruagie’s. You have for¬ 
gotten the name, perhaps. It was his sister, Mrs. Freemiin, 
who nursed me through the ,ievcr. They were very kind 
to nic, and I am under great obligation's to them.” 

“ Is he married, this Mi. Leicester ? ” 

“ No. At least ho was not then.” 

“ There was a lady lu tife p^i*soiia|o pew ? ” 

A quick step* behind them, a step Susan thought she 
remembered, and she turned round to find her hand taken 
by Mr. Leicester, a till, fine man, with an intellectual 
countenance. What with old recollections, and perhaps 
conscious picsent feelings^ »^usan felt her face become one 
crimson glow, as he held her haii^ and boked into 
her eyes. 

“ My sist^j^riola,” she said, turning them away. “ 1 
do not know wlien I have been so much syrprised as to-day^ 
Mr. Leicester.’* , • 

“ To see me officiating ia your own parisi,’’ he laughed. 
“ When you left me far away, ndt so very long ago.’* • 
Have you come over on leave of absence ? ’* 

I have ooxne over Jor good. My health has been very 
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fof twelve months past, so X resigned my ap- 
pointmelfc there, I am in expectation of preferment in 
England, but meanwhile this offered and I took it,” 

When they arrived at their house, he entered with them. 
UrsiiU ^^ent upstairs to take off her things, Susan remain¬ 
ing in the drawing-room with Mr. Leicester. 

“ ^lay 1 iiKiuire after your sister ? ” he said in low tones, 
is just mariicd again. They were married the 
instant it was possible after the divorce was obtained. 
You must have heard that aniongbt our friends here, for 
I lia\e no doubt they have been full of it.” 

‘‘ Yes, it h.is been a prolific topic,” replied Mr. Leicester. 
“ The mairwge nas also iii the newspapers.” 

“ In e\ory newspaper in the United Kingdom,*! think,” 
returned l!Jiisan,»her tone betiaying her vexation. “All 
possible publicity that could.be given to it. Captain and 
Mrs. Chard gave. They sent out caids and cake to every 
family they knew.” 

“ They are travelling, are they not ? ” 

“ They have gone to Gernjany, I believe. But we have 
held no eommmiicatioii with themsehes, My sister Uisula 
resents Emma’s conduct deeply.” 

'“But if Mis. Carnagio is to be beliettcife was little 
to resent. !So the neighbourhood hei ’ 

“ I think she is to be believed ; in acre appears to 
be no doubt about it! But we feel , even at its best, 
she has brought great difligracc into the family, and Ursula 
will never forget or forgive it.” , 

“ Mr. Carnagie jp also about to marry again! 

“ Is he P ” ecclaimed Susan. 

“You remember those wealthy planters on that large 
estafi^ a few miles off B^hadoes ? ” 

“ Yes. The Prance ^tato, ^ou mean.*’ 

“ He is going to marry Miss Prance.” 


Wlijy ^fcor £i 

Ipiuse of fus^azemtot. , , >\ 

I' Mr. Leiceslfir nodded. *‘It has caused good deal of 
surprise in Barhadoes. She will have a very large fortune.” 
^ “ It was said she was very cruel,” observed Susan, and 
|wonld beat her slaves with her own hand.” 

‘‘And I know that to bo true,” sMd Mr. T.oiccstcr. 
’ r However, Mr. Cariiagie is to marry her. Ho was only 
\\aiting for the neccsbary time to elaifec after the divorcti.” 

“I heartily wish him more happiness tliaii in Lis liast 
marriage,” said Susan ; “ and perhaps he may find it, 
Lnlihough she is half-caste. IVlini bhc is an Englishman’s 
‘ wife she may be taught that slaves are possessed of humaii 
> feelings, as she is, and learn to treat them kindly.” 
j “ Did yon sec Mr, Cariiagie when he wa» in England ? ” 
r “ Yes. He came here ; l>iit. it was only a parsing visit,” 
answered Susan. “ I was glad when he w'cnt back again ; 
I was always fearing that he and Captain Chard might 
meet. Mr. Oarnagie came over intending to challenge him; 
but his lawyers told him*thj^ if he took the law into his 
own hands he itould not get his divorce. I suppose they 
only said it^ pievcut bloodshed. IIow is Mrs. Freeman ? 
Did she with you ? ” * 

** No ; »’%’n Barbadoes. She is ]Mrs. Grape now. 

I have an elder^^®M ,^iying here with me—Miss Leicester.” 
‘ **Do you llke!S^ .^igbourhood ? ”* 

ISiot so well as I had anticipated. I shall like it better 
HOW I ^ lie iwVJed, with a smile. 

And SusadWiolour deepened again, for which she could 
have boxed hej? cars.* 

. * 

* ^ t 

The went on. The neighboiirlmod, to whom Frances 
m;^nsiti^ were’nothing new, grew into 
,the hawt^ lekiijiThei about * Leicester. She was little 


BS AkoEB, 
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XQ was to^be as it 

3^ wos-»oftett 08 she bad 8tri\<}n to 
fd end b 7 setting her cap (the popular 
\ she had iieTer set it so strenuously, 
> had so won upon her regaid, as JSfli. 
r grew to show it too plainly. Prances 
i where ho would, he met Jicr—m the 
' f amongst th(‘ poor, and in flie vestiy 
( Dr Fiances had constituted herself a 
had for cicr some question to ask 
‘'le wis 3ery handsome, with bcautilnl 
lit daik L)cs, and, like too many other 
k-ought hemoJt irusistible. • 

this fehc did not gft on. Xo, do what 
dwi not advance a stop ntarcr her liope than 
the commencement. Mr. riCicester i\as 
" 3 polite*, often convcised with her, but 
i^na t'jiild not betray a deeper ipteresb. “I 
' lit d* lances to hciscjf, “ whctlior he has any 
th^.>ie I Vcrliap? he has left some one behind 




^ng jonr time,'’ JTm A-’t^oi obrapUy 
(to liot soramoi’^ day, ,h sia :anie npou 
^^hc paik* 

juirod Prances. 

[^r. Ml^ebter.” 

[l” littered Prances. **J|||||||Lncit? I 

[Hot shine, docs‘it, Frances? It’s nob 
this m,oment ? ” iionically returned 
|hab^ are you sitting on this bench lor 
fhim ^ he jjpes by fiom the qottages ? 
'‘eptive^ facultieS| in tbe^e .patts, are not 
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(Uiiiagw/* spoke Pranceft, itt a fury—especially lEi*. 
Leiceste#. The idea of her taking in a clergyman 1 ” 
j “That’s past and gone. The Caniagio affair need he 
no impediment to her mturying another. I don’t sec that 
it need.” 

“ Don’t } 0 u ? ” the sulky answer. “ Then I do.’* 

Bassy zVbliley 1 uighod. 

“ When l^usm w.is engaged to him for years, was \\ild 
liter M l(*Mci^ihqr ncdiluig'dny being fixed twice o\er, 

* ^ ^ ^ J^ibadocs, and thiee jears after- 

it, and she loving him all 
liini I You iLalJ that no impedi- 
i/la|id. “ Then I do,^ 
i?»t./hcr Jvoulcl you, if you weic not 
iiFI i Aiibfoy. 

I ha4 tinned Tiancis Maitland’s blood 
ia wm the pii^se for which she 
bp she could prevent it, She sat 
[^Ipt her, flourishing her jealousy, 
working herself •into a positive 


th^tt**' 




was discerned crossing the comer 
kse and met him, and then turned 
ic. 

“ It is a observed. 

“ bo hot that I hoped^ find a little coolness strolling 
about under tlpe shady trees,” replied whose 

heart was ^eati^ wildly, and whose colour vSPhud came* 
She was just in^th^ mood to let hk tongue commit ^ts^lf, 
if she were not careful. 

“I have come from the cottages,” said Mr. ligicester. 
“The^poor people have been pjeased to tell me they shall 
be sorry to lose me.*’ 

dare say they will b^* ^factor does 9ot tro&ble 
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liimaelf abcftit eotl^ge people. Ba6 you ajrrbci jgoiug yet, 
Iifr.'lcicefetcr ?” " , • 

** I came for ?lx months, and have been here five.” 

‘‘But—^was there not some hope given to ua that you 
might remain longer ? ” cried Frances, looking at him, and 1 
speaking quickly. “ We hcurtl so.” 

“The rector wrote to propose ' 

have been agreeable. Th 

“ Yes. "Will you not * 


Loard. 


ilo looked at licr in 

a'onld; though I did not uni 

The post brought jue the 
appointf(f to a living, andfyinpifJl^A^ 
soon as I can be released fi \ ihip l, 
Ihances Maitland’s heard ' ' \ 

without snoakiusr, there would . 


Fl jpunot if I 
Jl^&iuoruing. 
hcen 


Eter jeaionsy. 


without speaking, there would hopes 

“ What shod w e all do a itliout y^iiy|^^^^B»ngly. 

‘’!Nay; what shall I do n|.thouii will 

1:^ the real qi^stion.” But he 

“What will Busan Ohase do witlT^ ^8H [HB|| , 
Frances, unable longer ♦o repress «|SP5PKer jmonsy. 
'^iJlepQrt says tbatufsho will especially inUs Mr. Leicester.” 
i-“'^port is very kind to say anjiiuing so flattering,” was' 
. his reply ; imd Frances saw tho l|j|f flush mount to his brow. 

“ And^HHl^r, Leicester will misa Ohase. Is4t^ 

? ** 'she^ma, with all the vehemence of hex ill-x?gulated 
, nature. "But she was beside herself that day, ^ 

, “ IS^iss ^Maitland must^pardqn me. 1 &o not jg0 fhat I 

need satsiiy gossip on the score" of my private affiaits.*i 
, “ You conuot have serioug thoughts o{ Susa^ Chaw,” she 
continued^ in agitation ; “ or, if you have, yOu do xEiji know 





. ' aa^ 

. *’’■ '“V 

^J-eiccster, 


%: • >. ^■!>-«.% “9»®.^,t'o 


DIJSUUr » UllSDclIlU r ■ " ' f 

“ Slie:lovcd him passionately for yenrsi^ She waa ehgagid 
to liin^i7^ud tiieir wedding-day was fixed/r'And/afc" the last 
hol^;!'and chose her sistci. A woman i?irho has hcen 
hetrothed in that way, and who has no love deft, )’s not a 
suital^le object for yonr affection, Mr. Leicester.' / 

,;. lU wa3 evidently absorbed in the story.' ^ 

“’She"^ could not forget him even when lie ^Vag Einma’s 
hushmid; Bhe followed th'em to liarbadoes. When" 'jifi's. 
.^amagfe returnotl tq England she remained there with him, 
in his house. What do you suppose kept her from return¬ 
ing ^ith her sister but her unconquemblc love for. Him ? 
fk: you hear it, sir.^* She allowed Emma to sail without 
her, and reinaincd behind with Mr. Carnagie. *Tusli' 1 
the ^cdrnfnl epithet, and vo«y scornfully was it SpoEen^ 
*^^sah- Chase is no fitting wife for the Ilevererfd''Mij^ 


,, 5.T * -- . — - ., j®,' jtaL, r^'4. ' 

** I ^db ;hdfc^;wiBh to enter into Miss ChBeV>afeirl^i|fi ^ 
yoUfdiiirjs^'.MahUhd^ for-^ftave not herpermfei^" tbf’dS%o'^ ■' 
hUfJ I one great poii 
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of my sister, Mrs. Freeman, and onr hoiisQ Was afterwards 
lier teiiiporary home until she sailed,” ‘ , 

Are you determined not to believe what I toll you oA 
Mrl Oaruagio ? ” panted Frances. ' * 

“ I qannot dispute your word that Miss Chase may have 
boon engaged to Mr. Carnagie, bub it would be impossible 
for me to believe anything to her real projudioe. She is 
a single-hearted, puro-niindod woman, and I speak ^from 
intimate observation of her conduct.” ^ 

Furious anger, jealous lescntment, rushed into the heart 
of Frances Maitland; scarlet mortification was shown on 
her face, ‘‘Perhaps yon wish to avow that you love her ? ” 
she intemporafccly uttered. 

“That is an avow'd! a man rarely makes to a third 
person,” was Mr. LciccsterS an&w'or. “ I ?an avow that my 
fuondship for her is great, that I esteem her beyond any 
.woman I ever met with, or probably ever shall meet.” 

“ Then yo^i arc a blind idiot I ” shrieked Frances; and 
she tore aw’ay from him, i^t a right angle, over the hot grass. 

“ And now for Susan,” thought Mr. Leicester, after he 
had sufficiently digested his companion’s frantic proceed 
“ The soonef I speak the better.” ^ ^ [ 

He did not see Busan until evening. When he 
she was alone. 

“ Is your sister out ? ” ho inquired. 

“^No,” replied Busan. “ She is not very well and has 
gone, to ^ room for the night. She suffers very much 
from hcaiS^md this hob day has completely oveipowered 
her.” 

The fact was, poor Ursula Chase, tall and v6ry,stout, did 
suffer terribly in hot weather. Bo she was in the habit, on 
intensely hot days, of retiring early to her chamber and 
courting the evening breeze at the opeu window in the Airy 
costume of a dressinGr-srown* « ^ 



Have yon lieard tlie news ? asked Mi\ Leicester. 

** No ” 

“ I wonder at that, for news* spreads fa^t in this vicinity 
*and I mentioned it this morning,’* 

** What is it ? ” a«ikc(l Snsajit 
That I have had a living presented to me.” 

“ Indeed! Then yon will bo leaving this.” 

the month’s end, J A\ondor wbother any one vill 
regpret mo ? ” 

** Oh yes,” involuntarily ansvered Susan. Many will,” 
she hastened to add. 

Susan,” he said, in a loner tone, as be advanced close 
to her and took her hand, “ must I go alone ? ” 

She strove to take it from him, hut lie would not let her. 

Has not tlie fiine come nhen J may speak again?” he 
whispered. “ Susan, ve aie both leading lonely lives. Why 
should it be so ? Il.id I come here and found you witl^ 
any object, or probable object, of attacluuent, J should have 
abided by the old refiiStil an<l never more have rccumd to 
it. But it is not so, for yod remain alo^e in the world. 
There liave been times lately—may I speak out freely ? ” 
he broke off to ask, “frankly, as if the unefe'sguised heart 
spoke, and not the lips ? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” she answeivd. 

“Then I have at times fancied you were inclined to 
regret that refusal: that you were beginning to esteem me 
more than you did when you pronounced it.” 

“I could not esteem yon more than 1 cSS then; Mr, 
Leicester,’* she said? in gentle toncf». 

‘ Well-f-esteem is too cold a word, hut—I did not dare 
to make it warmer. The joy that hope haa brought to me 
is gi^t j too great to be crushed how, Ob^ Susan, yon 
mnst listen to me! think how long I have loved foa ! 
What caused me to leavo Barbadoes ? The thought of you, 



tnith was, if Susaii did not 

j»4!^^ctiou of itr. Leicester imunediatoly on its 'Nng giv^i 
slip h^d done so very soon afterw^iids. That is, she,rejg^tiij ^ 
having pnt a harrier to her fiiendship and intunac^ 

'him. During the voyage homo she had had,, ;; 

reflect on his estimable qualities, his welcome sOcie^,t*iis » 
noble conduct to herself; and ho gradually became feliU oati^ 
bright spot in the sad Barbadocs reminiscence. During he^ 
more recent mtorconibc with him, she had learnt to l<A^o 
him; not; honcver,‘as she hadpneo loved another. That 
could never oe ag<iin for Husan Chabc • it never is, for apy owe. 

She stood closer to the ^vmdow, pressed her forehe^ on 
its frame, and spoke in suMued tones. 

4 “ There arc ciroumstaiiccs m my past life, which, if known 
to you, noul4 probably foibid you to think of mo as yott' 
are doing. Bcfoie I relate them to you, I mufet piemkc ■ 
that all yon hayo said may b6 as ictracted. I i^hall iindpr« 
stand it as such. No, Jih. Lpicestcr ” —for he feouglit to*, 

. take her baud again—** listen hrst.** 

I. /‘When I was eighteen, I hetame engaged to a youngj 

Jc^er \ our marriage was aiiangcd, and I was to 

thlm ablroad. My mother’s death presented it, ond he sail^ 

. without me. We corresponded for more thah three yeats,*^ 
and th^ he ^turned to fulfil bis eWgagemshfT B'^'wna 
^Liei^epan^arnagie.*’ V 

Qn^oVpwfpfid, but Ml* Leicester made no coi^ ^ 

!icturned to marry me i but, ere tlje vv© 

* Wn| iis‘ love for j&o^had (han^M a 
''^foungcst sistertr^a strong, 'uttooatrolja'*'^^ 
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** MiS, 1 ^ thfi* countiTJ'ori an ImprWaM ]^iiasi(»i, 

|;o rid yoyt of my company. The tiinfe ^vi^l come y^ Stissn, ? 
wh^ Wshall beguile our homo evenings by talking over 
thefe old days.’* 

Tins remark recalled Susan. ** When Mr. Oarpagie \vas f 
ill England Uab year, lie came here. What do you tlxipk 
for ? To renew his prayer, that I would still Injco^e , 
Mrs. Oarnagic. I quitted his presonoe, and sent tfraula to 
answer him. She did it. Tliat h all I have to tell you, \ 
Mr. Leicester.” 

‘‘And why have you told it mo, Susan ? ” 

“It was right that you should know it. And because, 
knowing ijj, you may* not think of me as you did before,” 

“ No, I do not; I think of you more highly. I repeat, 
Susan, 1 cannot see why you have told me this. Why should 
your having been engaged to Mr. Carnagio render you less 
eligible to become my wife ? ” 

“ Because my whole heart’s love was given to him,” she - 
murmured. ^Because, loving him as I did, ardently, ' 

endufingly, I never lovc*aiiother. I esteem you, Mr. ' 
Leicoster*-'far more than I ever esteemed him; I like you 
bettor than I dike any one; » ibahly, than I ever 

shall like any one, even if we 0 (;t.aine enga^^^ again after this 
night. I feel a pride in yourC^f^ ^ 

your society; in the daytime I w&ljie hourehwould more 
quickly pass omto evening, which may bring ymi r ^ 
once in your pi-eseneo, I am at rest, and look for ' 

beyond it. Yet,’for all this, I do not love you; m’ , 
passed from me with Chados Carnagie.” 

Mr. Leicester drew her face froin. the vwhdovr, dr?^ ■ 
towards him between his htmde, and gazed on 4 t* 
more can I diMirc ? ” lie asked. • “ My 5 

promise you one thing—nevefto ba jqalous Cj 
of Ideutenaut Qan^gie.” 



nm 




V <!ie 


am, my TS’om-out 


you ^0 ^’om-out 

“Ay, Susan! tabft jou and life thankful,” 

‘^ThDn,” she whispered, leaning forward to hide her 
tearfnl face on his breast, “ Kcar mo also promise that 1 will 
bo to you a good and faithful wife. You shall never hav^e 
cause to regret that my early love was given to anotlier,” 
“Susan, 1 must pay myself for that old refusal.” * 
t“ As you please/’ 


“ Fmnees,” cried Bessy Ashley, dancing into the presonce 
of Frances Maitland, some days later, “ I am going to be a 
bridesmaid to somebody. You are gohig to be asked to be 
another. Ursula Chase is'to be the tliird,” 

“ Who is goifig to be married ? ” 

“ Ah! Who! I am right, after all. It is to bo directly, 
before the summer’s over.” 


“ Can’t you speak out ? Who is it ? 

“ Siisan Chase and Mr. Leicester.” 

“ It’s not tme,” said Frances, lurniug fifty colours. 

“ If it’s not trjj^jnay I never bc‘ a bridS myself,” uttered 
Bessy. “Jastpl^^ur nonsense, and bc]^ve to them as 
a decent young IjP^ to behave. It iriU le * and you 
know what can’t'’^^^ist be endured.” 

Frances Idaitlart^Socket it, and was one of Susan 
Chase’s bridesmaids on £'er wedding-day. 

And Susan saw that destiny had been kinder to her than 


she would have boon to herself; for she-knew that, as the 
' wHe ojf Charles Cu^uagic, her h^rt would have souglit in 
Tain for the hdp$ it had now found in Mvr Leicester. 
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THB PREBENDARY’S DAUGHTER. 
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In a rural parfc*of a well-known county of England, cno 
boasting a cathedral-town for its chief city, which city 
we will call Oloseford, there stands a red-bnek building^ 
hideous as Buckingham Palace in its style of architecture, 
and almost rivalling it in si^c, ^It seemed to have been 
built for strength, ccitainly hot for ornajnent; and the 
traveller, us he gazes at its staring wings, its small windows, 
for the most part* protected by upright iron bars, and then 
sees the luxuriant, well-kept acres of pleasure-grounds that 
surround it, halts on his road and inquires what the place 
can be. 

** The Lunatic Asylum.’* 

One traveller, in riding past it many years ago, received 
this r^ly to his question, and upon hdzarding tether 
• rotudSk^^OUnd he •had unconsciously addressed himself to 
'^dne resident surgeons* He learnt that the new- 

f^shii)i|j9d system of rational ahd gentle treatment was 
pui6ded''i3^ it f and the'conversation that ensutd ended in 
his invited'tu go oV&i tie establishmtni It was an 

InVitalW l^ht wad acoc^tdf cMiewhat singular 

... .. . « 



0&5lwg ^'"the jiCftr vks 4istau^ coti^;^^’^Vy|<9'‘/lLad 
isjhowja symptom? of a1bemtio^^jOif4wJte^’^Tto 
surgeon oaljed a man to put the stran^r’s hoig^ jh Uie 
stabler, bad they went m together. ' ^ ^ V ’ 

The results of the bystem appeared to WinSutly 
satiafactm^y, so lar a? a cai'^oiy visitor who a 

medial man could judge. ]\Tcn and women, tadi in their 
separate departments, walhcd about, unrestiamod, <?onvcrs- 
lag cheerfully with lach othci, and possing the^ time 
ratimially. A few woic loading, several pf ihe ladies 
woihmg,^ono was Irjing o\ci / piece ot new music, her 
tonoh on the pi mo o\<piisi«(. ly sympathetic, and many 
^ve^e busy in the garden, o\er the flowerbeds. ^ were 
in reality under stiicb watdi, but it was a watch they 
■^suspected not. 

^Iii an apaHiuent on the giouud floor) an ornamental 
flower-basket, heaped nj wjth flowcis rtcoptly gathered, 
stood on the ttble, and a joung lady was making them 


into a wreath, A slight, giaccful girl, dressed white. 
As the two gentlunen oiitcitd, she losc from her seat fmd 
held Qut the wreath towaids the doctor witb^ a b^^ing 
smdo. “ lb IS ntaily finished.” ^ 

The stranger took off lus hat and bowed. He* presumed 
he w$jS^in i^e presence of a daughta of the principal of the 
asyluPi m* poeeiply U child of the gentleman theih ^ithrhim. 
The medical man carelessly took the wreath in Mi^iiand. 

^lnon*t think you haVe well assorted Umchowem^lfLia/’ 
he nh?e£Ved| Here are^a pmk, rose ite\t 

each other, apd ^he colours do nCti,*liarm0]]M^4 
put jessamme b^ween Chej^, or » 

anything whl^ ^ way of ^trast.’*" 


mmmmmi. - 

'admiring it 

joqftaJIoi^ U^ ^tiuos'^we^Tr^ed; d6Uc«i%,and vftj fair, 
her h^r %M and curling,' there traa tv street, qta^tefc 
jexpWiotiln'^ blue oy<«.' ^ * 

^ that belter ? ’* she said; and the surgeon itodldod. 

'» yOQ. like it ? ** she asked, holding out the garland 
towajE^'^j^o^’StrjWiger. “It is not quite doished. I have 
still ^ little more to do to it.*’ 

4^ Thd'^floWOTs are lovely,” was his reply, “ and to my 
thinking well Assorted. You are doing this for some one 
of your iiiifoituuato inmates ? ” 

, ^ai:gely had the ''^ords left Ills lips when the surgeon 
turned hastily to him "^th a look of caution.^ But the 
young lady was quick asN^*, and spoke, her voice suik 
alipoat to whispfr. , 

' “ It is for my biidal. But you must not telj. ^ They 
are gone for the orange-blossoms. I am ready, you see,” 
touchinglier white dress, “ all but the veil and flowers.’* * 

6ood mercy ! ” uttered the stranger, involuntarily; 
“ j>^^^vLcti|fM Bo lovely—aftd apparciitly^so sensible I ” 

, The doctor turned to leave the room, motioning his 
visitpnibefore hiill* He looked back us ho reached the door. 

“ Get bn with your task, klaria,” he observed/ I shall 
be agajn presently. Why, you were dccdVed l'^ he 
said l^^^^Strangor, a^ he closed the door. 

(Jpjtqgilctely. I thought it was some young lady helong- 
» iug ^^e .a^horitics of the cstablibhment^ Bhe spoke so 
ra))i<n:^d]y j iind was no madness in Sho expression of 
her Jiavo brought her here, so young and 

‘ ■# 
whea_®ite|tt jfe,*«jryootju th« 

oK •arifeimMfelt' tec-Tcason. I feiMt >t 


242 THE BREBBNBAKTS DAXIGHTEB. 

h 4 

“ Is Bh« ‘ ’ 

I feaar so. But time, in these cases, will ooca8ioniy.ly 
work mairvek She is from this neighbourhood: h^ father 
a clc^^man, Br. Komar.** 

** Pr. Bemar I ** repeated the stranger. “ I Heard a 
gentleman of that name preach last Sunday in the Cath^ral 
at Oloseford, a Br. or Mr. Kemar. A tall, thin, pale man* 
but peculiar in his looks. His Lair, quite white, though 
he did not look old, was uorn rather long.” 

“Tfos, that’s her father. He has a stall in the cathedral: 
is in residence, probably, just now. When this affair hap¬ 
pened, mom than tuo years ago, his kair was as brown as 
mine. He has recently lost his Poor things ! Maria 
was their *only child.’* 

But the simple breaking fff of a nianiage,** urged the 
stranger, “ seems scarcely sulHcieut to deprive a person of 
reason. The circumstances attending it must have been 
e common order.” 

liovo®thcy were so. T don’t know the exact pal'¬ 
ll for the reports thiit wont aliroad at the time were 
Iradictol’y to be relied upon. Some exposure took 
day before that fixed for the wedding: certain 
details of the gentleman’s former life came out, I fancy, 
wliioh were not to his credit. He was a clergyman, too.” 

The stranger’s time was up. He thanked liis companion 
for his courtesy, mounted his horse anti rode off, his thoughts 
dwelling, not so much upon the “ system ” he had gone in 
to witness in its working, as upon that unfortunate girl 
and her brilliant loveliness. And agalT| he marvelled what 
causes could h^vo been sufficiently powerful to ^lace her 
there. ' ' ' ‘ '".•yvt- 

Should the reader wish to know the same, he can. now 
learn the partioulars whichpthe aUrgeon could <itot give. 
They arc po secret to many living in the locality^ 
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f my sweet Ii^ 
excite yoi{.. 

'll Mm. Olyim, the cliiict 
Lon’fc yem^give her what sh^ wan 
itrdc, my prccions, and have cvei] 

OiTE flfternoo^ ^****' J'’ It is all her fajg gentleman 

were seated in onc^o1?'i‘ti^9-l!oVns ot a b.. i, though not 
^ large, house in Norft " The land around’'^a«i productive, 
''well kept and well onUf* tod ; and thc-long meadow gmss, 
md the healthy ripening C( j;n, spoke to the eje anTl heart of 
^lenty. It was^no ancestral l^ropoity, this, descended un- 
\ Viated from father to soii> Imt a small estate, which the 
\leinan sitting there had recently purcbaied. The room 
^ to the lawn by French windows, a« they are called^ 
w •ocrc came dashing to one of these a diiW of six years 
follOTved by n inaid-scmnt*bolding a honiKt in her 
nand,both looking red and fl*’iritd. 

Tiavinia ! ” OJiclaimcd the mother, “ I thought you wero 
^dy gone. (Jood Heavens ! she is flying ! What is tho 

rose Mr. Glynn, him&edf and his nerves shaking at 
sight of the tea\8*. as the fooWshVy-foiid parent of tnauy 
another child lias risen up before him. The nume attempted 
to exp1ain» hut the young lady stamped hcr/eet on the floor, 
and.talked more IqpJly than all. 

She was a pretty child, though just now she looked like a. 
pretty little fury, her face crimsoai and her keen black eyes 
flashing. ^ * 

“What'have you done to Jicr, nurse?” detniinded Mis. 
(Ih nil. 
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Th^ »l)8jd vas ii^ktUTdlly of strong passions; lioi* love, her 
hat'tea, hex generosity, her vindictiveness, all werb in e\- 
s aM she had an inordinate share of selMill, what 
we are apt to term “ obstinacy.” This should be checked 
in all childmi, but especially in one like Iia\ inia 0lyini; 
should have been constantly clicckcd from her (iflicst 
youtb. Instead of which, it was iostired by every possible 
mcans^ 

By the time slic was a f< w y<*ar=? older, tlio scenes^of 
passion and teal’s Ind ceased, for liiviuia «arried her wishes 
without them j and obedience to her eweiy wliimwas become 
BO nnioh a matter of custom with her paicuts, tlwt re&ifat- 
auec was never thought of. ^ 

It was attempted, howe^ e^^ once. IMr, and Mrs. Glynn 
had gone to London for medical advice for the former, who 
was alway^^ staying at a private hotel in 

♦Jermyn : iidMiiia, who was then about fourteen, of 
course w’cnt n\ith them, for they would as soon think of 
trying to lly as of stiriAig rwithout her. It happened to 
be Epsom raccSveck ; and, to their astonishment and per¬ 
plexity, Miss Jjavinia announced her intention of,“going 
down to the Derby ” in the company of some people with 
whom she had picked up a speaking acquaintanceship at 
the same hotel. Mr. Glynn exhausted all his persuasion 
inefffctually, and finally told her shc'should not go* 

Should not —to liaviuia ? lie might as well have told 
the tide not to^ftow on, as Oaiuitc once did. She dew out 
with a little of her old violence, and set him at deffauee, 
dectariugF that neither lie nor any one*' else should oppose 
her will. So, poor, weak jnau, he made a comproudse; that 
is, he^trled to make it, and propped to ptoeore ^ eairiage 
and take her, down to Epsom himself. But that did* not 
do for Miss Lavinia; she'should and die would go with 
those who hs^ invh^ h^; the uext^tuomiug Mr. and 





Jkli's. Glynn had the iJijQ 

crow(le(i hired haroiicli^ 'of these strangers; . V a ^ ■ V, 

Oh the fruit I the fruit i—the fruit that an i&ducatii^V, 


such as this, must bring forth on a child I . ^h-and' Mia. 
GItou lived to reap it. Better that God hod'takeh her in 
hcr^inless infancy. 
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^torpj was nearly o'str tuul the sun, lntrsfci<ig forth 
|rpth the verge of tlie lionron, for it was near it$ sotting, 
caused feha drops to glisten on tlie trees, and lighted up the 
hills in the distance. The cl^ls were dijappearidg from 
the sky, leaving its deep bluc^Msible, and giving Jgomise, 
of a calm night, wluht the sweet odour atfeirig' from 
th’di' heated eaith -was jncxpnssibly refreshing, An hour 
Wore the soci^c had been difTereut, Then, the clouds were 
lowering optunoflsly, faint poah of thunder, tjuickly growing 
neayer, rosoundqfl m the &till*air, and heavy drops of rain 

had commenced their descent on the trees, TWyfell on 

1 » _ »_ ^ * _ 1 » 1 _ 1 • ^ 


in IJio anltry heat, and ho pushed back hjs waving^ h^ir, 
^ ^^Hlihtng for a breath of wind to cool his was 

prOhibJy three or four and twenty, ^f|<4(iluy 
ptetotiQCfj Sufficiently attractive in featnra^ 

li\s%eQ spoke of dissipation, auffi' 
that lb^^^b|tl0 ^hHdlin^, It ivas a sednde 
. which m ^fitted his stera. Xeaiis a^ i|^J 
youug^pjant^ion,, on. theVomn^f^ ’ 
lesfcnt^ lay atotihdf "W tije 
and 



from tbe midst of vtpon J ^ 

smftll, g^^ssy opening m yils(i0p^ ii'adtf i^i^fewer form^ 
by the trees, "whe^e rade sdt&Vnftd bebtt‘"l>lao6d. Oiji 
left of the wood lay the sensborij, but it could not* S^tii 
from that ‘»pob. tt a as in this green opening, so dark ana ' 
sechided that One penetrating to it might fancy 
miles from the haunts of men, that the young man ^ 
imcing, and an impatient exclamation at being kept waling ^ 
biitst more than once from his lijis. But^ now^^thefi 
advanced* towards him, breaking fioin the donss^ ttees» t 
form young and liandsomo, and the iiritatcd expression 
left his face and ho sfcaited eagfily forward. It n^iiS tJiafc ^ 
of Lavinia Glynn, * • * . 

But I^avinia Glynn grou ' up to womanhood. Look at . 
her, reader a ffne girl, tall find graceful, with pale, sfcathe^^ 
like features, impassioned iii excitement, cilin m repose f 
bands of raven hair shade her face, and in her jet*blsEck 
tyc there is a flashing light, a hrilliancy rarely seen 
women of these more northern dimes. * 

With the increase of year? had increased Mr. Glynn’s 
ailments. He ha^ latterly taken it Intcf his head thst 
^lorfolk^did^ not*8uit him; n.is too damp, pr too dry, or 
tpo^-l^lfU^hin^. So he sold his pio|erby there, and^took a 
house't^r six jnonths in a remote seaside village in Sussex. 
And there Lavinia met with Mr. Diirhami * " 

■WtiO-ivue he, this young man ? tS/ie knew nofr.'^ She had 
cncotuijii^ed him soon 6icer their arrival at the village, in 
one "Of |g»*^olitary ;walk8 on the beachi ♦It may be that " 
each n^uallyUtrack With ihe*attractions of othen: 
it Idnebnoss of the place hadlsh^^irl%^ 

their nSpll^'^^ntkm^/orms ^nd eeremonieity'* 

of introduction: ceHaia 

into ^ 

whidi hii^!iiiluur4>hd^^ lulviicai^'tAWin^ rma. 
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fvtmal meeting had bd to many others, and it was to lead 
to many more, o 

It is impossible to describe the sentiment ^vith which 
f I^avinia Olynn regarded Mr. Durham. They had now met*^ 
every day for five or six weeks, ay, more than once in each 
day, and to designate the feeling which had grown iTp in 
her heart for him by the name of lo\o would be to express 
it moat iuadetjnabdy. A. more luigovcrnable passion never 
was indulged in: he had become to her all in all; 'she 
would have given up heaven at his bidding; father, mother, 
ties, kindred, all were to her now as nothing, compared 
with this attractive stranger, who had arisen to usurp every 
corner oWier ill-regnlaied heart. 

What could be expected of A girl brongjit up as Lavinia 
(llynn? That she would curb this extravagant passion, 
when she know not whether bo for whom it W'as entertained 
ij^was worthy or not?—that she would fit least restrain it 
within moderate bounds ? Ilow can you ask it ? When a 
child, in infancy, is allaw'cd to indulge its every fancy, 
ordinate and ii\prdinate, in childhood left uncontrolled, in 
girlhood unrestrained, how, think you, w*iU it fare with the 
stronger passidns of riper years ? 

Mr. Durham had told her nothing about himself. He 
may liavc been a r-jaerved man by nature, though that is 
not often a characteristic of j'outh, o»he may have possessed 
some secret motive for not wishiug her to know much of 
himself and liis antecedents. All the information 
parted to her i^as, that his name wss Durham, that his 
parents were dead, and that lie was fre^ fyom CainMdge 
Duiversity. What had brought him to this4e|ired seeccoa^ 
village ? she asked him one day. A love of roving thQ 
reply. He liad come to it one morning in h{dldagr 
intending to remain el day, perhaps i&wo, and then oif 
again j bu|4*hcsaw Afr, and oonW not tear himself away. 
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c\plaiiati<m tor Lavinia, but pevlup Oertain 
cidlitort of tbc gejitlcmaji’s could ba\C gi\eu a differeui 
.colouring to his so join ii there, W they been so fortimate 
as to kaiu the fact. 

So their meetings had gone on unchecked, from the fow 
fiist accidental ones on the scaslioie. There in ere scarcely 
ail} visitors stajing in the village, ten or twtlvo at the most, 
an|l these were middle-aged invalids, devoted to themselves 
and to the leciuitmg of their own health. They luid passed 
the age of roiiianoo, and it ivas nothing to them tliat a 
handsome gill .lud a sbylish-lookiiig man, botli strangois, 
should appear to be sti iking np a hiitatioii; should coiiio 
upon each other, on the sands, at all soils of •dd hours, 
and saunter c*i»clessly away ^ogether; now, further np the 
beach, as iff m pursuit of bi.ecs'e and sea-shells ; now, back 
to the fields; and now, kir away towards the forest, out of 
sight and memory. ^ 

In one of their stolen Wtilks tbej btid come niion this 
recess in the wood, and, tiicd at«d heated, iMavinia had fat 
down in it. Ah ! it was better there tJiaij in those public 
promenades, tlicuwidc sca-beacb, the open fields, the broad 
Wood-path; for Mr. Durham could hold ih his that fair 
hand (which, by the way, was not fair, in the romantic 
acceptation of the term, for tliongh it waa delicate in colour, 
nVer been so*in slructuro), and make love as much 
os hjB pleased, with little chance of being popped upon by 
any storing stiagglor. And to this sjiot their stops were 
* by tacit agreement ttcncefoith directed, MrrDurham growing 
more devoted•an^ Lavinia znoic*passionately fond of him 
day by day. Sub take you carp, Lavinia G-lynn, that yon 
go,nob otioe boo oftgn. It may be you ]^ow nob the 
danger that m^eurise frotai]^ese repeat^ solitary meobhigs,^ 
when you are edone with a careless, unprincipkd man and 
the imp^aosity of your oto unoontrdlJejS may 



<rf' u® woria 

feb%‘4p^ one'who can'eysbemal^ll:^ deqeivn Her 
k outrage tjio usages of ijnstom be in Lis 
iy * little respect be can continue to feel fot her ^ 
vas^'an unfortunate thing that Mr. Gl^nin ehould ha\o 
iiad^*']nst at tills tune, a renewed attack of the dlaotd^. ho 
♦ eaane to oure. Some dajs he did not go out at all's othofs, 
j)n\y for a minutes, leaning on his wife’s atm, Jja'dnia, ^ 
therefore, uras at liberty to follow her own couise, Qcia- 
aioually, indeed, when her absences weic nuusually prolonged, 
klr^. Olynn questioned her as to how they were epent. 

** Reading on the htach,” or some such plausible excitse, 
sras the ijiidy lepl/; and it was never questioned. One 
*'*'pet!on, however, knew of these fiojucnt meetings with 
Mr. Durham. It urns a won/imsciAant of Mjs. Olynu’e, 
DobsonJ a msid who had not'lived with them tery long» 
Imt^Who had wormed hcis If mto LaMnia’s confidence. 
She usually attended Tavinia in her walks—or w^as supposed 
to do so; and she entered in^o the spiub of this clandestme 
aifair eagerly. 

** My lovely Lhvima! ” exclaimed Mr. Durham, JCss * 
Olyna caiue forwards fioui the tiees, “ I ftared yon^T^uld 
never come I” \ , 

^ “ Oh» Arthur 1 ” she uttered, “ I thought I sh(?tdd’4%^U* 
, g<»j^^|nad I I knew yon were waiting^ for me, andjt eoUld'*' 
^not got away, for I was kept reading to my fathor»^ ]0[il4 
tjretia been fi fire in the room, I think I should have 
t(i6 pan^phJiet inti^it.” ^ ^ 

that the threatening stoim had 

“ It seems to be coima%*x%Sg 
thought. Jf the doi^iT 

I wm^^joyhtlly walk through if \wori 








ispokcn and told her it was a WDrtlilc)|',(5)n0|V 
."'sUierW^^iiot^have listened or cared. 

So iEgr4*^^^y remained. Mr. Dur-ham.\vhi6peritt^.i;tf;^t^^^^^^ 
iiisii^4^ting^ deceit that man knows so well how/to.whii]^|ir^i 
ahddriflking it in^: i;ot as poison, whic]4jlie;i^|4fc^ 
to doiil'jbut the very sweetest intense 
np^^;tp.si[:.omai;:-, And the storm soon raged al|’ 

Vand sti*pngtli,’, 
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The 8ha(lo«i of iiiL'l't vuo on tTo cartli wlion 

Luvinia (Uyim ilr< w in.n h> lur liomc. Tl ^^as a politary 
lionsp, stantli'Ui jut opUkIo ilu Mllaap, sinroninlctl by a 
profliutivo g.inltii : llo^\rrP, finit and vcj;<ta])lcs, all 

srrMV to^(‘tlKT ijj tbd a«iToalJ * disordpi* oftun 

ob'-fryabl' in hiinll (oiintij toiauiii nts. A ^)rivcfc hcdt^e 
onalo^cd it on fc\\o in 'wliicb tliert* "vvah a gato. Jfc 
t U'as not tlic fiont piitv.uici, bill liUMiii.i approached it, 
Wont tliroiiEfb, and \n.‘s p.is.',iii‘^^ slcaltliily across the I'ardeii, 
to^vards llio hide-door of lbi> lioiihc, ^^hon some one darted 
out, iu a cruiuhinj; posturo, from Poine high shrubs, and 
Rt'ized her l»y Iho aim. ]j.i\inia, albeit a vonng lady to 
>Nhom “nerves’’ \Atr<* unknown, "ave a staitled cry. Yet 
it was only Dubsnii. 

“Where in the world line you been,'Miss Lavinia?” 
was her hurried salutaL.on. “There has been the sjreatefct 

ruinpiH : missis ami master- Wliat is the matter ? ” 

bi’okt off thjC SiiiuaMt, as she notieid her young lady more 
jiarticnlarly, her hiraiiije and hurried ajipcarance. 

“I am not well,” replied Miss (llynn; “I—I hastened 
through the rain, and I-r-T aujjpose T fainted and fell. I 
am going straight to my room, and shall not come down 
again.” 

“You can't go up to )our room till you have shown 
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youvself,” inl«i’riipted l)ol>Kon, autlioritatively j and it Uiivy 
liGiy be mentioned tliat ^iins (ilymi’s confidential faniiluirity 
with hef servant catiaed the servant to be familiar with 
Jier—a natural Requenee, and one that is sure to follow, 
“They have been Miidiii}*: iilJ over tlio ]»liiec, and I was 
forced to hide myself out hcio, or uiast(‘r wiuild have seen 
me, for ho lias been dodj>in" in and out like one posM'ssed. 

I tell you what it in, ^lihs fiaMuiu, if you arc {^oing to 
rci^afii out in this Avay, 1 cjiu’t undeilalve to cloak it with 
the pretence that you an* out w'ith me. I liave been off 
my lu‘ad with fiiglit aliuosl, stopping out here in tiro 
Jiglitniiig and tbuiulcr.” 

“Has it Ihuud'TCd m) uiueh d<‘uiau(lj>(l La’S inia, \aguely. 

“ Have yon becei deaf or ,is|<‘ep ? ” a^kod (lie giiT, looking 
at her keenly, •“Jt was ilu tliuiuhT that so frightened 
ni.ialer and iSis^s : they tholl^^lt wt* mi*',lit be on (lie sands, 
in tlio tbiek of it. Kiightfiilly lomi ii was, (oo ! ” 

“Yes, yes,’* cried Laviuia, bavtily ; “I f(Mg(jt. It has* 
gheii me a beadarbe, and l.e.in think of nothing. I shall 
go and sleep it ofl‘, (Sdl me as uslial in the morning.” 

“Ihit r tell you, you ean't go till they Ifcivc seen you,” 
repeated tlie serwant. Las iiiiig the bell twenty 

times, inquiring if we w«*re come, and inasler's jnore iiorvoiiH 
than he has Ireeii for months, I liave lieard it all fi-om 
here. Hark, he’s iiupiiiing again Jiow'I Where’s ]Mr. 
Durham?” 

“ Gone homo, I sui>pose. [ left him long ago. Ifow do 
I know? What a fnss pajia’s making I Jlo in, Dohfion j 
say w® stopped on tlC beaeh, and that I am tired.” 

“The betich nvon’t do,” bluntly retorted the sen*ant j 
“ the butler went there, and came back and reported that 
there was not a soul all over it.” 

“Then make up a talc y^uiBelf,” answered Lavinia, 
darting jmst the maid, “ for I toll you I am not going to 
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be qnoatiuued to-night. Say tho thunder frightened me, 
and X have gone to bed and can’t bo disturljijd; ^ay, 

' anything,” 

*For a slioii time these clandestine mootings coutintiodr 
to go on, and the bower to bo a witness to many a love- 
\<»w, destiiiod to be Iiroken, as love-vows for the moi^nait 
are. Whilst they aie in piogiess, let us give a wtud of 
explanation about one (►f the two paiti(‘S to them. • 

A few yeai’S previoifely, Aithur Dmli.nn—^by rthich-lip- 
pellation will conliniie, for the presoni, to dchignate him, 
thougli ill ghiii'f the name “ Dm ham ” to Lavinia Glynn, 
he had given t»ne that was not Jus own - became a froshinaii 
at (’anibydge. ilis nu'Llicr had died in his boyluwl, and 
ho had i(‘cently lost his father, a cleigyinan. The projjeity 
l‘‘fl to Aitlnir was very smal^—scarcely moic ^han enough 
to prciHive him lor the (Mimcli, to which he was likewise 
iK-stined ; for his father, thoin;h enjoying an excellent beno- 
'^iice, was a fn'C-hving man, and spent in many w^iys where 
ho might have smt'd. Befoie Arthur liad been tbiec 
months at the miiversit} ho was deep in cvcrjthing that 
ho ought to have kept out of—bets, drink, lows, racing, 
billiards, suppois, headaches, and a whole Catalogue of other 
evils, all helping him to become a i>aiwon in acooi'daucc 
with our system o. cilnoatioii. Kow Ai’tbnr.Durham, was 
a luindsomo gcnth*iuanly young follow, a fascinating com- 
pinion, and stood Idgli in nnu’cisity favour, not quite, 
t»erhiips, with the deans and proctors, but with all the 
“sets,” high asd low of hit. collcgt^. The consequence 
wus tlnvt, instead of Rtriiggling lesolutdy out of the mud, 
which >vas likely to smother liiin, as a poor maa^lje'dived 
deeper into it with cveiy^erm, until at last the pt his 
alhiii's was obliged to be made known to his ’twclt?, the 
brother of his lute, father, ‘a rich man with an -only son. 


'ery wi-oth, and more sjineked than wrdth'^, this good 

^ J|» - f V,. ». fv. . * 
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- man, wbt n lie found that liis nephew’s ^ub^tauec had j;oiie 
tliQP way of all (‘irculatiuj^ metal, that he daretl not walk 
about for fear of certain ominous laps on the shoulder, and 
ih.it unless the more pi*es>hintf claims «>ji him were settled 
lie could mi show his face 0 !»ciiu at (\unhridgc. Hut he 
was so had an nn»'lc, as uncles eu, for though he he- 
wailod and lectured, and leetiired aid bewailed, making 
Me. Arthur, as he fondly hoped, repemt to the \ciy end 
ol iliis heartstrings, he (*nded hv paying all tin* delis and 
made his nephc’W a suflicii'iit nlhovance to keep him for the 
remainder of his terms. So haek went my geiitleniau with 
dying ctdonrs, and in anothei- ymr was as deep in liades- 
men’s books as ever, and in otlieis ihoro pres^ng than 
university tradesmen’s. ArLhnr 1 Durham had not a bad 
heart, and bv nllturc he \\.is ^lot profligate, but the pre¬ 
valent di.sjipitioii at the miKersity, the re(‘kkss society he 
mi\cd with there, drew him mi, almost imperceptibly to 
hinwir. He did not like to a]ip!o.icli liis uncle a siroml * 
time, and hence his bojoiuiruL tliab obseuro liltlc watcrinj!- 
]»laco; for it w'cW necessary Co fie out of the way until 
something was done, though what tliat something Avoiild 
1)0 was a puzzle "lo himself. He found thtb place exces¬ 
sively slow; his own account of it, in writing to a friend, 
w’as that ho was “ Iwred to death ”: perhaiis that he did 
not quite leave it (and the world) for a better, W'as owing 
to hia pursuit of Lavinia Olynn. Hut gallant amusements* 
being quite “used-up” diversion at the univoreity, Mr. 
Durham still found himself “boicd** coiisiderably, and 
one desperate dayjifc tiok heart .and iieu, and wrote a 
letter to his un^Je full of self-contritiou, promises for tho 
future, add prayers for assistance^all jumbled up togetlier 
as strong as the dictionary could make them. 

The answer came: a stern snimmons* Hr. ArtWr was 
ordered to “come out of tliafc dhirracefttl hidingand 
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appear forthwith beforo Jiis niiclc. If lie lost four-and- 
twenty hoars in doiuj? so, the old gentleman afljrmed'' he 
ould not see or help him. And he was one to keep his word. 
‘‘ "Whew! ” wliistlcd Arthur, when he received the lctt(T, 
whicli Mii’ived about ten days after the evening of tln3 
htorni, “ what will Liivi'iia say ? ” ^ 

Wliut indeed! Mr. Durham met her as usual thii di(y, 
and broke the nows to her. Ihil. hoping more elieejbually 
to prevent remonstrance on h<‘r pait, he said the sumnUms 
was from his college. 


Oh, but yon may iioi ! you mnsf not go ! ” uttered 
Ijavini.i, w’hou th(* lull import of the news broke upon her 
slurbUd imnd. “ Arthur, you know you dare not go ! ” 


''Tiieiv is one thing I dure no! 


do,*' he replied, “ and 


tluil i'l, disohc} the maudaU\ .You are hot ^warc of the 
po\M r lhe^'‘ collegf* ])roet(*rs esereiso over us, Ticiviiiia. I 


sliould he ruined foi lifo if T ivlused to attend.” 


“You must refii>e now,” she iinpcluonsly reiterated; 
“ \on eaiinui h‘a\e mo here alone. “ 1 should die, of grief.” 

“Liuiiua, my deanst, clisobedicnee is an impossibility, 
and go 1 nmsl. But yni hive no need to let it thus 
ufTtet you ; ftu’ 1 till }oii I sliall be back the instant I 
ean got libel ty.” 

“And our mar iage .she whispered. 

“ I am as anxious about all these^ things as you can he,” 
was j\lr, Durham’s reply. “ Let me obey this summons, 
uud 3 will bOo what arraugements I can make.” 

“^Yhoro am**! to write to}ou—wl^it address? I could 
not live HOW’, in your absence, witliout .Tvritiiig and hearing 
daily.” o"’ 

Mr. Durham hesitated*'; he hud told her he was going to 
(‘lunbridge, and the reader knows he was not. Her question 
puzzled him. ** 

“1 will NYritc and tell you,” he said. *■ I don’t Isnow 
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^^bufc tliis oonfouiitlcd iihawlatt* may bo for. M’lie bonds 
bo lo ru>ticato luc; and 1 sbonld not like yoiir 
lottery to fall into otluT Iiaiids. I will write, (javiiiiu.” 

“Oh, i;o not u\^ay!” she rosuniod Jinploriiigly. “ laifit 
night 1 drournt that }(m w^'ut, lUid the time went on —on— 
on -‘ijjcl yon iie\<r retm iied ! 'I'he dream wms so like 
nality, that I huso tlioni;hl of it all d.i\ long nith a 
‘'liiulUer. Oh, Arthur, go not aw:i} ! Ja'iue me not 1“ 

^Te soothf^d lior into t ‘luporary calmness, into an im- 
'Aillimr acquicseenco, and so (lejwtrud. 

It was late in tlie (3V(7iing of tlu* following day when 
Arthur Durham presented himself lieforo his unelo at his 
eountry robidem'o. ^Idie old gonth man Was placing his 
library, a haudsoino room, well ‘‘lored with hooks. Ife 
turned sli'n't^y round when Aathur (‘lift red. 

“So, sir,’^ ho said, darling uiietremonionsly into tho 
Rubjeet, without preface or homplimmils, “A\hat has Inieomo 
ot uU }onr S)Olcmu ]womise.s oi annndiuent tjiat you iiiiwle* 
to me iu this \try room ^ , 

“Sir,” ciied Arthur, J am deeply ashamed uot to lia\e 
kept them.” 

“ ('an you advance one argument in df^eiice of your 
disgraceful eouduct ? ” ho resunud sternly. 

Arthur was bileiit: ho knew that his uncle looked with 


no lenient eye upon, the tljonghtlcss follies of youtli. 
Always a bookworm, always, even in boyhood, iu delioab' 
healtli, he had ncATr himself yielded to tJieir temptations, 
and could make no n^oAvance for those v\lio*did. Alanying 
late ‘in life a Avif» fond of retiroment, he had socladed 
liimself over sinoo on this his ancestral estate, bringing up 
his only surviving child, Durhalu (a family name : the 
reasdln, probably, of Mr. ’Arthur’s assuming it when ho was 
at fault for one), on a most strTct, model plan. They don’t 
always answer^ though^ let them bo over so model. 
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“ r call only advance one excuse, sir,*’ observed Arthur i 
“ the iilmosl irresistible temptations that iKJsct at the 
university.” 

“There are no temptathms, none that may not lie snr- 
uiountcd,” retorted the oMer tjciitleman, calmly. “ To 
into debt, or keep out of it, is cntii*ely at a manj>- oi\n 
option, Durham has been at Oxford twelve inontV, and 
lie is not in debt. He has not li\cd up to his iilloivanc(‘, 
and he’s younger than you by years." 

Whatever may hav«' been iVrtliur’s faults, want of generous 
feeling was not amongst them, and he remained silent. 
But it was within his kiiow’lodgtj that his cousin Durham 
w’as aln‘i 4 ily soaring a few kites in the air. 

“ Ourhum goes as a gcntleman-coinniouer, with an ample 
income iio>v, and a large fortune in prospective,” he observal. 
“ I am known! to hi' a }»oor man, who will liaVe to get on 
horeiifter by my luck or my brains.” 

“If your last spee<*b is ini ended by wmv of argument,” 
resinned the nnelc, “ [ don’t see how' it bears upon the 
oiiso. 1 should say it tel^ against you.” 

It certainly did. 

“A v(‘r> pretty career is yours, to fit you for one of 
God’s holy mimSters ! Pray, sir, which is deepest in your 
thoughts—how >(>u shall best gob out of debt, or into 
divinity ? ’* 

“Why, sir, the uni\ersity is not supposed to fit us for— 
for—religion, and that sort of thing,” replied Arthur, 
candidly. “ I suppose that comes with the ordination-^if 
it comes at all.” , 

“ You may W'ell say * if it comes at all I exclaimed the 
i»ld man, pacing about iK his restless manner. “It is’the 
wretched training of our young divines that is helloing to 
pull down the Establishmefait. Oh, you may laugh I Y6n 
don’t think it is coming down ? I can tell you, sir, .that 
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UivJcsiJ a sweeping refwm takes place, on more points than 
One, ill ^ ccutniy’s time we^ sfiall all W dissenters. And 
the Kefomicd Chm*ch ivill bo left to take care of itself— 
•ivitliont its revenues, though,” added the speaker, shrewdly. 

** What an old croaker ! ” soliloquized Arthur. 

“ is a minister of (>od prepared for his holy oflicc 'i 
how arc you being preparwl ? ” he continued, wheeling' 
round and facing liis nephew. “ You went to school, aud 
th^re you were taught just as the other hoys W’erc taught, 
irrespective of future career : wiietlicr to be a soldier, a 
jm’son, a rake, no matter; the training was the same for 
all. Then you went to the university, and what d*yon 
do there ? ” 

I only do as others d(^,” dei>rceated Arthur, 

“Just so-; tliat’s where, it You learn to dress, and 
swindle poor duns, aud feast’ and drink, with graver vices 
that 1 will not put you to shame by naming. A few years 
of this folly, each year growing worse than the last, and* 
you present yourself to a bfthop, he lays his Tiands on you, 
and you are turned out into the world to take care of 
other men’s souls when you care nothing* and know less 
alxiufc your own f*’ 

“ What a confounded old croaker I ” thought .Arthur 


agaim; » ^ 

“ Well, there the .system is, and I can’t mend it, but I 
know what it will do for England. The people are be¬ 
coming enlightened, and, one by one, all abuses and anoimi- 
liea will be swept a^y,” 

“ Meanwhile, Avhnt am I to do, sir, to avoia ociiig swept, 


l_uw«3[ ? ” V -A.rthur, coming to the point. lyill ydi; f 
forgive and ^ist me ? I promise, on my honour, it shall 
be for the last time,” A 'S'.. , 

“It wotdd go against iny touscience to aidjia;)naktng 
him one of tli^O g^lOM ininisW^ WjS J| Wt they 
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are all alike,” ol) 3 er 7 ed tlic old man, speaking tafclier in 
soliloquy than in answer. “How long is it bejore you 
can be ready to take orders ? ” 

“ Aboiit twelve months,” was tlio reply. * 

“ And in that twelve months, if 1 set yon free now, you 
will be as deep in debt as ever.” 

“ Sir, again I say 1 w ill pledge yen ray honour.” 

“ iroiiour amongst university s'uuleiits goes for what it’s 
worth, I expect. I have no faith in it.” * 

“ What am I to say, sir ? ” 

“ I think the less you say the better, after all yon asserted 
once before. You arc my brother’s child, Arthur, and I 
perhaps flight to j?ive you one more trial. Get back to 
college, hastiju your studies there, and give me in the list 
of yonr debts.” ^ 

“You are more generous 'than I deserve,^sir—than I 
expected,” exclaimed the young man, the tears rushing to 
‘ his eyes. 

“Get yourself made a pursdii as si)cedily as yon eaii— 
and a choice speeiineii you'11 make, tt) judge by these 
antecedents.” 

“No worse,.than the generality of them sir,” replied 
Arthur Durham. 


It would seenip that Lavinia Glynn’s^rcam had been pro¬ 
phetic, for Mr. Durham .^never returned.,, One letter came 
from him in the first week of his departusc, which stated 
that he w'as leaving Cambridge for the house of a relative, 
and it was uncertain when he should return to the uni¬ 
versity ; but he would write again shortly.. ^. 

He never did write. And as the days^ the weeks passed 
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on, and tlierc were no tidings- from Him, no sign o£ his 
rettini, no proof even that lie was still in existence, 
Lavinia’s state of mind was toiTible. None can describe 
•the fierce, conflioling passions that waged war in it: She 
would ivander and watch through the livelong day, now 
pacin^liercely hi their old resorts, noiv haunting the post- 
office with inquiries for letters, till that edifice began to 
tiling her a trouhled spirit, and now she would prostrate 
hdlself in that wide forest, in its dreary solitude, and call 
upon his name in her uncontrolled anguish, and cry out 
for him to come back to lier. But he never came ; he was 
only proving himself another of those faithless cavaliers, 
celebrated in the song of the “ Barou'of Mowbjay,” who 
love and ride away. 

All that was Sll Laviuia.(Jl^iin\s re(piital for her insane 
worship. Wy bitter, no doi\bt, but very natural. 
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CHAPTER V. 

AT ATINBTIOOK IIKCTOIIV. 

A srKNV oomilry ro/imy. 'J'lic windows of ti smdl room 
ojjcn to a verdant lawn, where the autiinui flowers were 
blooniiog in rlustci>, under tlie-genial beams of the moruing 
«nn, and a well-spi’end breiikfust-t.dde drawn to the windows 
ami wailing for its gue'^ts, ]^v(Sfntcd n pleasant picture of 
English comfort. " 

The first to enter the r«>om was a fair girl of w inning 
•loveliness, the only child of the house, and the more prcciom, 
perhaps, that Iw^o sisLem had died in childhood. She came 
dancing in, her blue eyes sjwrllling, and the nirls of her light 
hair waving, *ilcr features were of a charming delicacy 
raixdy seen, a^d her emnplexion was faiPuiid bright. It 
was Maria Uemar. 

Dr. Remsr iMiue luxt, eurrung his shovel hat. A tall, 
imlo man, with those abstracted looks that one is apt to 
fancy chartictcristlc of un intellectual clergyman, and a 
nervous rcstlessnes.s of the luiuds. There was a considerable 
likeness between, him and his daiighti^bnt in complds^ion 
he was darker, liis hair bping of a line brpwn, ' Mrs. Bclnar 
followi^, and they sat dowm to breakfast. 

The" conversation turned chiefly upon one pothb«j ,tlie 
approaching departure of Pr. Remar’s cvM^; A: pains¬ 
taking, hatd-working wan, w4jo had held tlie:bffioc under 
the three preceding reotor^ (tho^ cathedraV H^fngs often 
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CJiaiigo hands), altog;efclicr for fcwo-aud-twenty years, and 
w9s no^’ rewarded with a substantial benefice of <£i;)o 
annum. Dr. Hemar was thinking how to noplace him, and 
►^was running over in his head all the lower fry of clergy 
congregated in Oloaeford, the neighbouring cathedral town, 
whei^is man-servaut entered with the letters. 

Ambrook Itectory and village were Bitnatcd about seven 
miles from Oloseford, and this morning post was from that 
p%ice only : the London letters, when there were any, came 
some hours later in the day. ^hvo letters and the county 
ueTTSpaper Andrew laid before his master. Dr. Rcmar init 
on his glasses—he nas near-sighted by nature, not w ith ago 
—and opened one of the loiters. 

The doctor caught a glimx^^^ ii*^ contents : he looked at 
the sides, hg locked at thg noddle, lie look^^l at the begin¬ 
ning, he looked at the signature ; and thcti the doctor turned 
X>alo and red by turns, and finally looked at his daughter. 

“ !]Maria, here’s au offer of marriage for you ! ” 

If the doctor was x)ertiu*lj(Cd, she was not; afid the amused, 
uU-unconscious glance she raided *to lier father i)roYed that 
her heart Avas as yet untouched. 

“The epistle ’•-—(cough)—“ is from my frkiud ”—(cough, 
cough)-—*“ what’s the matter Avith my throat ? ” exclaimed 
the doctor ; but the truth Avas, he Avas agitated. ** Give 
me some more tea, Elizabeth—from my friend, Dr. Goto.” 

Maria laughed out unrestrainedly. 

“Why, xiapa 1 T like Dr. Gore very well us a prebcndaiT, 


as yotiT friend ; butjie is too old for me to marry I lie is 
older than you I , 

on Wie verge of lifty,” observed the doctor.^; 
** XeWrthelcffl. my dear, he makes you a A’cry Dlandsomo. 
offer, and propels an*ample settlement. And he ^ our 
tub-dean! ” ^ 

^ I trish WQtild leave ^ifaria alone l ” exclaimed 





!•» ^ 
fc- * 


THB PREBT!NDARY»S BAtTaHTER. 


Mrs.; ftcDmi', struggling between tears and peevislincss. 

** This is the second’officious offer she has Had. She is ewr 

■ only child; why should they want to take her away from us ? ” 

“ Dear mamma,” whispered Maria, drawing her mother’s < 
hand wilhiii hers, bo not afraid. I would intlier be with 
yon and papa than with all the sub-deans in the ChureJ?.” 

“ Wliab answer am I to make, Maria ? ” asked Dr, Ken^ar. 

You bad better read the letter.” ,, 

' ^‘What you think best, papa: anything civil. linb^I 
could not like old Dr. <‘h>re. The next time I sec him, t 
fear I shall laugh in his face.” 

** Yon are too fond of laiigliing, iMaria,” rebuked the 
doctor. ”^011 had hotter school yourself on that point, child.” 

Maria looked down, and compressed her lips, for she was 
on the verge of transgressing ^hcp. xVnd thS canon unsealed 
his other letter. ‘ * 

“Why, this is from the general post—oh, I sec—rc- 
\lirectcd on here from Cllosoford. Curacy vacant—title to 
ordei's—late father’s friend—crcflitable examination ! Well, 
that’s fortunate, and will*sa\^e Jiic the trouble of looking 
out, when I tuh just now so busy with my notes to the 
* Divine Oommentary.’ ” • , 

“ What are yon talking about ? ” asked Mrs. Reinar. 

“ It’s from my old tutor at Cambridge, inquiring if I can 

■ give or procure a title to orders for a pupil of his, tlie son of 
a deceased frieiid, A eloN'er young'man, lie writes, and has 
passed a good oxamiiintion. It will be the very thing ! He 
cun come hero fot* twelve mouths.” ^ 

“ Then yon must change again at the e^d of that period, 
a second trouble,” urged Mrs. Rcniar. .* 

“ J^ot certain. He nia 3 »smt my views, aiyj remain on for 
; good. Okd to do it, perhaps. I don’t suppose he is a 
young fellow wnth any intereW: an orphaai,]yilson says.” 

^ “ What is the name ? ” asked Mra, JRefhar! 
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‘* Xamo ? I do nvi know Avlietlicr the. Icttier mcutiuiw 
tlrti name. Oh yes, ‘ Chase.’ Arthur Chase. Well, I shall 
answer this eoniiiuiiiication at once,” concluded T)r, Bewai\ 
•i^atlicring up his pipers aud rising from the breakfaH-tahlo. 

“ Aii(,l the other one also, papa, if you please,” said Maria. 

“ TiJIie other one ? ” cried Dr. Bcinar, wlio, like most spirits 
who live uithiii themselves, was remarkably forgetful and 
'•bstjacted. “Oh, tine ! I am sure I scarcely know whut 
tcTsay. I fear the sub-dean will think yon unpardouably 
insensible to merit, Maria.” 

“ I dure say he will, i>apa.” 


Dr. Kcmn't hold a prebend’s* stall in Closeford Cathedral; 
and, following prcbcndal custom, iweparcd in November to 
remove thither, witli his family, for the audit season. Most* 
prebendaries have a house contiguous to their cathedral, bub 
Dr. Bcmar, with the cxccptioTi of the month of November, 
during which the audit is held, and the fdur or five weeks 
he was in residence, generally made his hon^i at Arnbrook 
Rectory. 

All prebendaries arc supposed to lie under an obligation 
to reside in the immediate vicinity of their cathedral during 
four or five weeks in each year. During this period they 
ought to attend praycr.s in the cathedral once each day (not 
taking any portionjjf the duty), and to p»each the sermon 
on Sunday momiQgs—that is, four sermons in all-— 

but thw latter'iduty they may delegate to a minor canon. 
No very arduous trak, reader. •! think yon and I would; 
hold a stall in a cathedral if wc could get it. . And for, 
which they receive—I don’t like to say how inuch, for fear 
somebody should bring ah action againsj^ ine for Ubel 
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^ Before Dr. Bemat departed for Closefot^l^tlie liew euratc, 
Arthur Chase, Arrived at the Rectory. The lUvetmd^ A^rthur 
^ tiiase he was now, for the Bishop of Closoford had obligingly 
■ 'pub hhii through the necessary preliminaries. It was even- * 

- iug V hen he aiTired. He had taken the half-past five^ o’clock 
' coach from Closeford, and was set down about half-mst siv 
at the rcctory-gatc. Dr. and Mrs. Remar had strolled out 
after their dinner, bub Alavia was in the gaiden, and,saw 
him get off the coach. The young clergyman camO up vo 
her, and introduced himself. 

What most struck Maria was the remarkable contrast he 


presented to their late curate. The Reveiend Joseph liuH 
WTis a me^k, retiring man of six or seven and forty years, 
very humble, very silent, especially wheu in the presence ot 
hvs rector’s family, and in ]xjysou very plain. ^laria never 
remembered biin to have \oluiitarily addressed her but once, 

^ and thou be bad callci lier “ Miss.” But look at tbo one 
now before her I A tall, elegant man, of great personal 
■ attractions, whose bearing and manners were high-bred and 
refined, who conversed witli her in a tone of the most i)erfect 
iquality, who ihade himself, at onee, the easy, agreeable 
companion, who w^as evidently quite as nSueb at home, in 
good society as she was, and who—in short, to sum the 
• matter up, who won her gootl will, off-haud. 

,, Not only Maiia's. The doctor and Mrs. Bemar, the 
: lutfisyoncrs, the farmer and his family whose house Was to 
be his home, for he hod t ikcu possession of the lodgings of 
the late curate, all were wonderfully tQkcn with the^young-‘ 
niioifltor. ’And when Sunday came he jhreacbed "a 
sermon,'whidi, whether it was his own Ar was of 
l)orsug8ivo eloquence, the o-pulcnt farmers openly odhj^tu-« 
lated the rector on his choice, and‘the lattev his 

satistoiou to his wife and^ diinghtey. But in 
: . eongtatulation none remomborod that a pfersmislj^e voice ajxd # 
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oTo<|n€Bt tongU0 may belong td a bad man a& well as a good 
OJTe —n^istor of tho Gospel ihongli bo bo. 

“ 1 sliall ask bim to come up and dine with us, after iba 
• second service,” said the rector to his wife, in the plenitude 
of his satisfaction. 

Peij^aps the rector had better have left it alone. Though 
how did he foresee, at that eaily stage, that the less Mr. 
''%aoe and Maria sau of each other, the better ? He could 
not look into then* hearts, and read the favourable im¬ 
pression wbicli had been mutually made. 

Not until next Saturday did Dr. llcmar and his family 
Icsve for Oloseford. But in that veu days Maria had been 
more in the society of the nOw curate than she lu|d been in 
that of the old one in all her life. Not a day but he hud 
bpent part of ft at the rcatorv, scai’cely a day but he joined 
Mrs, Kemaf and Maria in’their ^valk«, the doctor being 
buried as usual in his study, up to his eyes in ink anil 
manuscripts. Now he was chattering to them whilst the\* 
worked, all sorts of plcA'^adt anecdotes, talcs of his college- 
life—of course ho was careful what he said here—reminl- 
scences of his early homo, another conntry-rcfctory, and of 
his lost but ucvcr-to-bc-forgottcii mother ; unreserved 
accounts of his uncle, and his fine property, and all ho liad 
done for him, for Mr. Chase made no secret that his own 
had been a thoughtless career, speaking of it m terms of 
contrition. Now he would tic up flowers, and pluck the 


dying leaves off Mrs. Bernards plants ; now ho would come, 

, laughing, up to t)^p jectorv. with a great ^uart stone .bottle, 
tvom^ jgpod.paznp Giles, for some niore "stuff for her 
rheqmiElt|^^’,asW late curate had been wont to do, that,, 
lie, modesty, would seclr the supply fVom tl^ hottse- * 

kceper^.]^ from Mm. Bemar: now he wo^d in 

the sunn>ik|tclflK>Oii with Mrst Bemar aud ^d 
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the evening he would be there making the tea-table pleasant, 
and arousing the studious, abstracted rector to cheerfulness. 
Altogether, when, on the Saturday, Maria sat in the carriage, 
: 0 n her way to Closeford, she may be pardoned for letting® 
her thoughts run wild on the new and attractive companion 
they were leaving behind. They were to return the 
rectory for Christmas, to remain; and Maria already wished 
the time had come. 
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DK. RE:srAR*S UKCrSION, 

It came: and it went. The clear, frosty month of January, 
the warmer hut less line February came in, each in its turn, 
aud March arrived all blustering, but giving fair promise of 
a lovely spring. How fared it by this time at Arnbrook 
Rectory ? Jletfder, you liq,ve little need to sisk. How is it 
likely to faw when two young aud as yet unoccupied hearts 
are thrown into daily contact with each other ? From the 
veiy first hour of their meeting, that twilight evening when* 
she had seen him get off the coach at the rectoiy-gato, the 
ill-fated young lady’s interest tad been strongly excited 
towards Mr. Chase; and now that for sbhie months they 
had been brought into companionship, he c^'cr by her side 
ill the plenitude of his manifold attmetions, that interest 
had deepened into fSve. Not the eveiy-day sentiment which 
is usually designated by the name, but the deep^ all-absorb¬ 
ing passion that sets its stamp upon all the future life. The 
elements of powerful passion were in Maria Remar’s nature, 
and though thej^ad hitherto lain in repose, subdued to 
calmness, by education and religiop, they arose not the less 
potent now thrit their chords W'ere touched. 

’ And the Reverend Arthur Ghase ? Dissipated as his 
college-life had been, reckless as its ooprse, heedlei^ as he 
had remained as to who^, suffered so that he obtained the 
gratification of the boar, whatever its natoo nught will 
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:§«iiv, He glauced back at his former foUi^ wttK JdSthing: 
\S%1[. repeatauce j he sincerely hoped from hej^eSirtt 



',|^pf.,i<he d!^p responsibility he had then assiunedid tllfe's^fc 
- ^odi Kp man conld more earnestly hope and d^ire to 
fulfil his duties for the future. To be a faithful and sincere 
, Ohi^tiaft minister, and to some time call Maria Eeihar his 
, wife, were now the aspirations of Arthur Chase. No plain 
declaration of love had ))asscd from !Mr. Chase to Maria,' yet 
the dear feelings of each were betrayed in a' thousand ways, 
quite as certainly as words could speak them. But, Efeaven 
ble^ Mr. Chase’s iuuoceucc! wideawake as he was in the 
^«vvays bf. the Avorld, he little know the nice distinctions of a 
' cathedral towh, or he never could have admitted a hope that 
anything so obscure as a cuinle without definite prospects - - 
and very definite ones, too !—might dare to aspire to the 
daughter of Canon Remar. - ^ v ; 

, A few weeks more, it was in AprjL and Dr. and 
Remarks optics wore rent open. It ndlfce a wonder to itfpst 
J pooj^o^tliat they had remained shut so long : bub', that one 
iu W’position of Mr. Chase could" presume to think of 
MaHij, never entered into the exclusive ideas ot Dr. and Mrs. 
Rei^.', ffo thepi he was but the lowly curate; a &rgjp^» 
it one cast in quite anotte* sphere i ' 

. thy, humble drudge, who wotild ' 

rtike^'^^&elis eyes to royalty fdr a'wifo la to^l&gEootr 
ot ».^obeiM!wyr; H Von>Wftfc tfie» diiat&)ii^i#0» 'ni)t; 

c haa and 
^'"tiine of which 

4 > . » . _l. -Wt*l . 
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* ill wliHt Regarded tliepi, I am now tellitkg you no t«ik* of 
li<;tion. 

Tlie way in wMcli it came out was very sliocking : overy- 
^ locly said so. The doctor had an attack of something—lie 
haid gout, and his u ifo said rlicumatism-->hiit, whatever it 
was, it caused him to keep his bedroom, and diet himself, 
lor hC^was a nervous nuin in illness. One evening Mi'Ss 
ilemarr who had been sitting with him, came creeping down 
L\j flic breakfast-room for her knitting, which she only 
W'orked at by twilight. She had on list shoes, not to disturb 
the invalid, who could not bear the least noise when he 
thought himself ill,aud,pll^hing open the room door, quietly 
entered. Horror of horroi’i! there stood j^[r. Chase and 
Alaria just outside the window; his arm was found her 
waist, liis haiiflfr clasped li(*i*s, and he was whispering per* 
huasively to .her in the fading bght, their attitude being 
aiimistakablythat of lovers. Of course it was very dreadful 
— we all know it, that is, if we are elderly—and Mrs. Eemar, 
stood transfixed: bad she wtuessed a liear’s paw round her 
daughter’s waist, she would aot •have been quite so much 
shocked. She uttered an involuntary cxolamatiou, which 
caused l^Ir. Chase to start and release Maria ; and the red 
blood rushed over hk handsome face. * 

He could do not^ji^ else than speak out; which he did 
at onee ; all his love ; all his hopes ; how tenderly ho was 
attached to Maria, hdw fervently he tnisted some day to 
mako her his wife, lifrs. Kemar would have preferred, of 
the two, to hear he w^as attached to her, St^c was too angry, 
loo dismayed, tirfjfpy. Of impassible general toinperamont, 
she waa'oapabicfjifc Marla, of being aroused to great excite¬ 
ment, and she fieW upstairs to Ilr^ liemar. ' 

The doctor, for some time, could not make out what Was 
the disturbance, for with h^r frantic lamentations and 
hysterica] sobs, his wife was paitly unintclligihlo. But 
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when he did cmnpreherid the matter, he tumbled out of bed* 
tvlth ii& little ceremony as any doctor of divinity ever 
tumbled out yet, and, forgetting his gout and his rheumatism, 
thrust a portion of his clothes over his night attire,'and Sent^ 
his Wife to order up Mr. Chase. 

When the young clei’gymau entered, all agitated though 
he was, the appearance of his rector struck him ac.'i)eing 
somewhat ludicrous. The doctor had Ijcen startled out of a 
doze, that light sleep which is apt to steal over invalid^ 
the daylight fades, and he looked but half awake ; his face 
paler even than usual, .‘lud liis long hair standing on ond, 
just as if he had been draAvn through a liedge. Dr. Remar 
had been accused of affectation in thus w'eariug his hair 
longer thftii was customary, but those who w'ere prone to say 
so know little of him: carelessness, inattention to personal 
appearance, had to do w ith the liahit, not affc(?tation. He 
was straggling into a waistcoat wlioii ]\Ir. Chase entered, and 
^down he sat in his night-shiit sleeves. 

Ill vain Mr^Chase offered explanations. Dr. Rciuar could 
not understand them ; he reaUy mild not. His mind refused 
to take in the fifcct that it was within the range of possibility 
for an unknown deacon to fall in love with a Miss Remar. 

“ Are you in the full possession of your senses, sir ? he 
demanded at long* h, after listening to what Arthur had to say. 

“ Why, yes, sir, I hope so,” deprecated Mr. Chase. - 

“ It seems to me not,” retorted the rector ; “ or else that 
yon are forgetting all ideas of social decency, a more, repre¬ 
hensible crime than the other. Do you know that the 
young lady whom you would lower jiir pretensions hs 
MY daughter, and that I am Prebcudary^ilemar ? ” , * ' 

I am qf good family, sii*, as you are aware,” suggested the 
young clergyman. “ And though it would appear unseemly 
for me to aspire to Miss Rgmar under my present' eircum- 
stances, I hope I am not going to remain a curate aH my life/^ 
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“Have the goodness to cohfiiie yourself to facts, not 
hopes,” coldly interposed Dr. Eemar, “ You are obscure, 
sir—extuse me, I don’t enter into what you advance about 
* family a clergyman, you are obscure, and likely to 
remain so. I was a curate myself once; wc must all be 
curiites; but our prtjmotion Wiis assured before wc entei'cd 
the Clwrcln”—J)r. Roinav’s thoughts were probably revert¬ 
ing ,to his brethren of the stalls, as he spoke collectively. 

’ % j\¥e had interest to inish us on : you have none. Sir, it 
is a positive insult to our order for i/on to cast a thought 
towards Miss llcmar.” 

“Dr. Kemar!” exclaimed ilrthur, iiiiich agitated, “you 
look but on the worst side, of things.* 1 am not without 
friends: iny uncle, from his wealth and posiflon, must 
possess some interest, and he will no doubt use it for me. 
I may not Iqug remain as*I am now. Should circumstances 
change with me, should I be fortunate enough to obtain a 
good rank in the Church, may I then hope to renew niyi 
addresses to your daughter y ” • 

“ Never, sir I never I the (fieslrion is absurd. If you ever 
do gain position, it may not be for years* long after my 
daughter win have wedded in her own si^hcre. I5ut did 
you attain it to-morrow, an insuperable iSar would still 
exist: you have no private fortune to settle on a wife.” 

“ Dr. Remar, let me beseech you-” 

“ Sir, no more ; out interview is at an end,” interrupted 
the doctor, imperatively, as he waved him from the room. 
“ Confine your thoughts in future to theirjiropei* orbit, and 
mever presume iPi^^them wander to things above it. Upon 
reflecting over ^oilr conduct, I thiitk you will find cause for 
shame at having abased the friendship and hospitality I 
incautiously accorded to you. Leave my house instantly, 
. and henceforth bear in mm<i^ that our relations with edch 
other.will be confined to those of rector and curate.” 



m ^ THE DA-UGETEE. 


Aj» Mr. Oliacie descended the sfcairs he cenie uphii MatIu. 


bho Wtts lingering in the recess leading to the breakfast-room 
door, the rays of the hall lamp falliug aslant h<^ dress. 
'Terridod, sick and shivering, she had been dreading the ^ 
termination of the intor\iew. lie pushed open the room 
door, drew her in, and clasped her to his heart. 

** Oh, Arthur I "Wliat hope is there ? ” , 

**Nonc, Maria, for the present,” he aus^\ered; a^d 
put aside her clustciing curh, and held her pale cheek 
against his. “ Yoiir father is bitteily againsc it: it is use¬ 
less for me to conceal it, for you had better learn the truth 
from me, my darling, than from him. In honour, Maria, 

I ought ])ot to be Vith you ; and u c may not agaiu meet.” 

A lo\^, wailing cry of p.un burst from her. 

“ J may not fetter jou by ^o\\s, ALiria,” lie resumed: “ I 
dare not, in honour, speak to j ou ot hope for the future. 
Vet in my oun hoaiL hope is btr<mg ; it whispers that our 
•'■'tjvaraiiou will not be foi always, though we must part for 
a time. God bless }ou and keep }ou, my dearest, until 

that time bhall come! And s'hould it never come-** 

Ho stopped m agitation: lie could not speak calmly oC 
that inobability. The tears w’crc streaming from Maria’s 
e^'cs, and she clung to him in the bitter overwhelming ol 
despair. But Mr. Chase knew that ho was transgressing 
in thus piolongmg their iuter\icAv: honour w as ahre within 
him now, however dead it might oucc have been, and writU 
a brief, fervent embmcc, a passionate strainiug^ of her to 
his beating heart, he turned to the ha{i door and passed out 
of it.,, ^furia clasped liey hands togctliwj’ifatcbisgj^rougli 
the gkiss doors the lust of lliat foim which had bteomase^ 
necessary to her cvibtence4 But at that moment slia &pard' 
her father’s voice calling harshly to lior. kiU 

me ! ” she nnu’mni'cd, as shocturned to obey. ^ 

A good thing if it bad killed hf i\« 



CHAPTER VII. 

“ MAY I NOT HOPE ? 


? i . 


TntE months wfent on to autumn. At the window of her 
dreswng-roont, in the prebendal residence at Oloseforclp 
which window by way of prospect had the cath^ral walla* 
and some restless rooks that were always flying about and 
cawing, sat Maria Remari he^ weakened frame prqi^ped up 
, with pillow^, and the hectic of some disorder that looked 
very like consumption deepening lier cheek and glistening 
heir eye. ^ • 

The events of the prevfoi]^ j\pril had been too much for 
h6r.\ The forced separation from Artluir Chase had impaired 
^ hers health and strength. Dr. and Mra. Riemar liad pointed 
ont^ to. hei* the impossibility of her ever seeing him more, 
and'^Q gimrd against that event happening accidentally, she 
waaat once removed to (doseford. She bowed to the will; 

parents: she j'as by far too dutiful a child, had bebn 
: tb^i-’ j^b^c up, to attempt to see orhear frdm 

but the incessant struggle going 
her^-lf^ aching misery that titled her h^^^the" 



^fe^ebility ; * but when the . Veeha. and mo%te worbSii,v 
^cw.- worse ;3ay by/.^ay; - tiia;frome;^eiii^^; 
the iace 


' ifc;-was_a 
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fearful time for Dr. Remar! , To sacrifice his cherished 
pride aud suifer his daughter to descend in the ffijalo of 
“ society,” and become one with that poor, obscure curate, ^ 
or to see her die before his eyes! He had to choose one of 
the two alternatives. But the prejudices of a prebehdary, 
at least such a one as Dr. Rcmar, when were they^over- 
come ?- His were not; for they formed part and parccl of., 

. himself. It was asserted, in the precincts, that Mrs. Remai^^' 
went down upon her knees to her husband, beseeching him 
to relent and to save their child. But this may not have 
been true. It is certain that JIrs. Reiuar was overwhelmed 


witli grief, grief so cxc(5ssivfi that it could not be restrained 
before lier friends and visitors, thougli slic only spoke to 
them of Maria’s illness, never of its cause, or-hiuting at Mr. 
Chase. But there was no rsleuting on the c/mon’s part, 
for his curate remained uusummoned and unnoticed at 
jkrnbrook, and Maria grew daily nearer to the grave. It 
may ho that Br. Roinar did not. take this sombre view of 
her case, that he thought tiuvj would suffice to restore her 
to health, or that some miracle would be wrought upon her. 

One day, about eleven o’clock, Dr. Remar, with his risual 
abstracted air and restless step, wjia leaving the cathedral 
after morning prayers, when, as ho emerged from the- 
cloisters, his servant, old Andrew, stepped up to him. ' ?; 

** A gentleman has been waiting to see you almost ever, 
since ton o’clock, sir,” he observed. “Mr. Chase.”. , .. 

Who ? ” cried Dr. Remar, arousing himself. 

“Ml. Chase, from Ambrook,” rcpeStl^^ndrew. 


^ is in the study, sir.” ‘ ' - 

“The insolence—the presuming insolence of the'.fellpwr 
to intrude into my veiy house ! ” mutt^ed * Dr. Reioar, 
striding on briskly. “It is for huh his ti^i^vemonth 
is nearly up.’\ ’ > ' ^0/ . 

He went in the sJi^ueBt p^ible'expjession'S^^^ 
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ftud liis browii hair Btrrtj^ii:ling about more than ever : it 
sonieho*V had a knack of doing so, if anything put him our. 
But his-visitor came forward to greet 1 dm with a bright 
smile and beaming glance. 

“ Insolent \ ” muttered the canon again. “ To what am 
I indabted for this unexpc(!ted visit ? he haughtily in-, 
quired, vouchsafing no pre\’ious courtesy of words, and 
^aflding holt upright near the door. 

“ I have come to ask for a few days’ leave of absence, 
sir,” replied the curate. “ Yesterday afternoon’s post 
brought me some moat unexpected news. ]\Iy poor consul 
Durham Chase, lias met with an acoideijtal deatli, boating at 
Oxford ; and my uncle has summoned me to liis presence 
without delay 

“ Withoht reference to* iny^ convenience, T suppose,” ob¬ 
served the sh\tely prebendary. 

“ Under the circumstances, Dr. Rcmar, I hope you will 
accord it to mo. There may he business to lio gone througfi 
—I don’t know. I am the l*eii> now.” 

‘*What ? ” cried Dr. Rcmar, a little mor^* briskly. 

“ The heir tg the family estates and to Durham Park. 
My uncle has no other child living. Godjrtiows I Biiicercly 
grieve for my poor cousin; but—hut in the midst of it, Dr. 
Remar, there is a thought that will intrude—that-” 

“That what, sir?*” interrupted the doctor, putting a 
Buddefi stop to bis curate’s hesitation. . 

“ It does not become me to speak of these mattem with 
•.my.cousin ye|f^uiilJiiried, but—may I not hope,” ho con¬ 
tinued,^ stiU a }it^e hesitatingly, and his fair features finsh-. 

' ing/“'that with this wonderful change in my prospecte F- 
lUlay be allowed, on my.return, to see Miss Hemar ? , I hear, 
sir, she is fmfully ill.” ^ ‘ 

Remar is not iU robust health,” replied tho doctor. 

■ bring our fptesent .interview.to^ a <?lo8e—^ will 
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accoid jpiJ leave ot awence you require m 
of, tH^ifiel^cfioly ctrcum'sfcances under wHich it' i|d^®43ed>^ 
Pray.|>reBent my compii® a®id condolence 
. 'last sentence was quite sufflcient~at Jeast 
tlipught it BO-Vto give promise that the heir to the hr^d 
lands of Diu’ham, even though he did aspire to the of 
Miss Tlemar, would he received on a very different f^tihg 
• from tl^i on which the poor curate had been. ^ ‘ 

And ^0 it proved. On Arthur’s return he made ins " 
proposals in due form, backed by the offer of a hahdsouie 
. settlement, 'and was admitted to an interview with Maria. 

.Only just before it took place, on the same morning, had 
she, leariiV from her mother the change in her prospects. 
She waA painfully agitated wlicn he entered, jmd hp scarcely 
less so at witnessing the feavtnl change that a few months’ 
mental disease had wrought. Uso words, at the moment, 
passed between them, but as the door closed behind Mr. 

. Chase ind he, advanced tOM^irds her, j\raria rosii into a 
iitai^iug posture, and staggerifig a few steps f(n*\vai'd, fainted 
as he caught her. ' 





CHAPTER VIIT, 


NEMESIS. 


We must now go back to Ltivinia Glynn. . 

She was staying, when we last saw hcis at that quiet little c 
sea-coast town in Sussex. Not many weeks aftef the de- 
piirturc of bin* whom ffh^ only knew by the name of ‘ 
Durham, Mr.^ and Mrs. Glynn^ fidgety as ever, discovered 
that the seaside did not agree with them any more than, 
Norfolk had done, and they removed from it, and took up'^ 
their final abode in London^ But what a life was tavinia’s! 
Her wiu>lo thoughts, wild and tinsiibdiicd as they had always 
been,y§^ concentred upon him whom sh^ had set up in 
her; iiewt to ^owhip. As the months dragged their ^slow 
ieh^h ^ong, and he never came or sent her Void dr token, 
t|d\,an^ish of her reftections deepened into despair, but 
that the calm mind can form no idea of. 
;^,N!ghb^.iand"day, night ^nd day, she had no rest, or if she 
lijhd; 6f;dneer nature’s weariness, sink into ai troubled 'sleep, 
jiiet dreaupis but renewed her waking iniseiy by portraying 

_ r _ iiAr'' 
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the families, living, as they did, widely apart j hut whoa so ^ 
important an event as the marriage of Maria drew, on, the 
doctor and Mi’s. Remar thought it right to recognize more 
closely the relationship, and they forwarded, quite at the 
eleventh hour, an invitation to the Glynns to visit Arftbrook 
for the ceremony. 

How can we describe the oluingc which had taken placo^, 
ill Maria ? Reader, you have shivered through a 
tempestuous night, on which no ray of light has gleamed to 
relieve the howling wind, the terrific storm, and watched it 
give place to the joy of morning, to the rising sun, the 
opening flowers, the dewy grass, the sweet carolling of the 
birds, anft yon have marvelled at the change. Even so was 
that wrought in Maria Rcniar. c 


The winter months had been ’spent by her in a trance of 
happiness, for they were again at Arubrook Rectory, and 
Mr. Chase, who retained his curacy, was at her side. Her 
sweet face was now radiant with hope, and surely never did 
a union appear to advance mider more genial auspices than 
that of hers with Arthur Chase. The marriage was' to take, 
place in Apil, and, after a temporary absence, they were to 
return and take possession of the Rectory House, Dr. and 
Mrs. Rcmar making their future home at Closeford. There 
was no necessity now, in relation to pecuniary matters, for 
Mr. Chase to remain in the Church; for his fortune would 
be abundant, but lie prcferi-ed to do so. The laudably it 
may bo said serious, sentiments which had latterly grow|^(^' 
in his heart, were not. lessened by his'accei^tjon to w^lbn.' ' 
Glynn? Glynn?”’ he exclaimed, “th^ name, of these 
new relations, new to him, grating on hii ear; “of what 
county are they ? ”, , \ . 

“No paHicular county.tl^fc I know.of,” repii^ Maria. 

! “ They reside in London.” ' ' . 

“Iiondon^ dp they ? ” he rejoined, with a ^igli of ieltpifiV 
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.. ” asked Maria. “ Did you roeognizc tlie namo ? ” 

“Yes.» A—college friend—of hiinc was named Glynn.” 
^ You may well blush, Keverend Arthur, and draw that 
girl’s fair face to yours, for it is a blush that you don’t care 
she should penetrate. But it wants scarce a week now to 
the wed^ng, and they have other things than names to talk 
about. Especially as Jilr. Chase was going away that 
evening for several days. 

“We will not go,” decided Lavinia, upon the arrival of> 
the invitation. “ What are the Remars to us ? Or this 
curate I ” The old habit, you see, reader, of consulting her 
own imperious will: and iMr. and Hits. Glynn acceded 
passively. They had never yet done otherwise. IBut the 
maid, Dobson, • the former daugcrons confidant, was 
Lavinia’s confidant still, and «l’,e urged her young luisti’css 
to reverse her determination. 


“Mr, Durham,” argued Dobson, and the colour rushed 
violently to Lavinia’s face, jy? it always did at* the mention 
of that name, “ never comes to seek you, lie never means 
to : and, were ho so inclined, he has no cIud to where wo 
are living.” 

Lavinia listened impatiently. 

“ It seems to me, then, that if you care to find him you 
must go out into the world. Yon may drop upon him in 
some odd comer of it? And if not, any change for you, 


Miss Lavinia, must be beneficial; rather than you should 
ooi^nub in this dead-alive state, without hope, without 
/ ehorgy, your vey^- life buried in the past I ” 

“ Then let nsj^gef I ” exclaimed Lavinia, one of the ideas 
suggested serving to arouse her ^from her apathy. It is 
probable, -however, that the servant hid only spoken 
iutfflcestedly: may have 1^ no objection t» >-j^y the 

, monotony 6f her life by a qountry excursibm “ Get over 
;,4he^preiiration8^ as quickly 3rou>n, Dobson,” coatmued 
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Lavinia; “ wo will go into Closefordshite.^ Aiii Hr. at^ 
HiS?. Glynn oncfe more bowed to her redecision 

It Wanted but three days to the marriage when tlie 
’family arrived at Arnbrook Rectory. " * 

** How thin and pale you arc ! ” exclaimed Maria to her 
cousiu, when they were growing sociable. I hj^ always 
pictured you as being so differcut—the very image of health. 
Yon must have altered of lute year'^.” 

“ Perhaps I have,” rotuiii<‘d La vinia, crimsoning violeiitly *, 
*‘I don’t know. Hut loll me of your future husband) 
Maria. Is he handsome ? What is his name P *’ 

** Arthur,” replied Miss llcmai,passingby the first question. 

“Arthur ^ ’* almost screamed Ltuiuli. 

“ What is the matter ^ ** said Alaria, “ Do yoti not like 
1 ho name?** , 

“ Po / )wf Ule if' ’* uiuimurod Tawinia 'to herself, her 
eyes filling with tcar^s • “ what other name can to me bring 
its chanii w^h it ? ” 

The day preceding thf u^tlding arrived, and Mr. Chase 
had not retnnicd, but he was expected by the evening coach 
from dosoford. An afternoon stage^ brought certain 
paraphernalia connected with the approaching cereioCny; to 
wit, the wreath that liCatia uus to wear, and the bonnet for 
Sfm. llcmar. The young ladits eagerly took up the Wreath ; 
when it was discovered that by some strange overs^Fit (the 
wrong w^rcath probably forwarded) orange blosisoBts liad 
l»oen omitted in its construction. 

“ Tkie is nd time to send it back,’* ob^ved Mrs. Remar ’r 
“ we must go to the milliner’s in the village and gat.h few 
sprays from her to mix with the wreath, told> me to-day 
slic had some fresh ones.' * 

“Poor thing I *’ exclaimed Maria. “I da^y slia 
onleved thcih on pur^e,^hopiag ^we some. 

Buy them all, mpima?' ' 



elilur Itulics 

fciw|fv&it^>yfty to village, aft^ tljese .orirngo Wo^pms, 
tt:* i|^^' and Mr.; Glynn at. tlxe, de&ortrtft]blo^ and 
jiayini^^d .^aria in tlic drawing-rbom,. ]Mai:ia tlio 
xvi-eati^ put^of the box, and bpgan pulling out . a spray berc 
and tbero make room for the additional ones ahe wotild ^ 
have to put in. 

, ^ a • ^ ri, \ r 1 

Just at^hat time OobsoiMvas in the kitchen gossiping, 
with tlie cook, wlien the evening stage from (Uoseford; thoJ 
very one, which had lii'st bronglit Arthur Chase to the 
house, drew up to the rectory-gate. Dobson started from. 
hcr seat-und rushed to the window. 

** Is not that Mr. Durham she exclaimed. > 

The cook inuged her eyes round the landscape, aiM ranged/* 
them again l^cforc she answered. “ I don’t sec nobody, but 
Mr. Chase.” . ‘ ' 

* There! that gentleman coming up to the house. He is 
It^vlng the path and crossing the lawn. It is surely Mr,; 
Durham.” • , ; 

.‘\That is Mr. Chase, I tell cried the cook. “ He is 
gOMigl^m; through the breakfast-room wiudpws: he often 

doc^’Vc ^ -'t-i"'' ’ 

hlft, want here ? ” demanded DoUoii, 
,v^^ht/hereretorted the cook; “why,,that’s Mi»?i 

HiSyeh be good to^inc ! ” exclaimed Dobson,.startlh^gly? 

* “V,’ L • * " 1 ' «r • 

ntM’t^jncan to tell mo it is fhaf man who la to maxTy 

■ ■ • ■" 

. KaitiSig for any answer, she raxi swiftly from th«^ 
patfeiiiaiCih^^rSfiO^ Ipolung after Tier in ani)j^.cmpnt, apd: 

a 
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^ ' V. - * *v , * , 

The room hiul two doora to it, one leading to the hall, the, 


other opening to, the dining-room. This latter door was 
ajai’i and Dr. llcniar and Mr. Glynn, who were within, 


could hear every word tliat passed. Dobson had run so 
quichly that her breath was gone, and, without speaking, 
she seized Mr. Oluise by the arm. 

“Ah—what— t/oUj .Dobson!” he ejaculated, las equa¬ 
nimity slightly shaken. “What brings you hero^^? ” 

My better angel, I trust,” replied tbe woman, who, wljait- 
ever lier faults, was attjudu'd to l4avinia Glyiiu. “I should 
rather ask what brings you liei‘c, Mr. Durham, when you 
ought long ago to have hecJi with Miss Lavinia.” 

“ My good woman, don’t talk so loud. All that is past 
iiucl gout.” 

“ Past and gone for yon, sir, hut not for Jier. You Imow 
well that you gained her wl^olo love and solemnly vowed to 
maiTy her, and that you ou^ht to mairy her.” 

“ The truth is I was wild and young and careless, and I 
did talk nonsense to Ikliss Glynn. I am sorry, and, were' 
the time to come over agsiin, I would not do so; but it 
can’t be bolpcc^ now. Loose my arm, Dobson.” 

“ Not till you promise to make her reparation. Talked 
nonsense., indeed 1 ” ' 

“ I know of none that I can make,” answered Mr. Chase, 
essaying to free his arm, without violence, from Dobson, 
Put the woman’s grasp was strong and determined. 

“ There is only one way, sir—mamage ; keep to your 
promise and marry her. Yon can do that.” 

** Don't ialic nonsense ! ” lie exekvimed iH^rily; “ Reletisc 
your hold, Dobson, or you will comijel rfie to use 

“They say you arc about to marry Iier cousin, Miss 
Komar.” ^ ■’ 

“ Her cousin P’ he ciied 

“ Yes; her own cousin. 


aghast. ^ 

And nowi sir, if yo.a persist in 
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I ^ , ” I ^ 

^ that, I swear I will stop the maniago. iTou must marry 
Mss Lavinia, and no one else.'* 

* Absnrd! ” he uttered haughtily, his temper rising, as 
he va*encked his arm from her. “ Jjavinia (llynii is no ‘ 
Ifitting wife for mo.** 

Dobson was silent, perhaps Jilr. Chase thought sihnieilf 
and he Igft a bank-note in her hand as he turned from the 
room. However ix)tciit its influence might have been at 
ordinary times, Dobson flung it'to the iioor now. Hud she** 
been aware of its value, she might liuvo treated it with less 
disdain. 

Mr. Chiise went iipstaii’s and oiitcred the drawing-room,, 
and following, walked jMtsj Rojnar and Mrs. Olynn, who 
had just returned. In the obscurity of the fading day, he 
did not recogni?5C Lavinia Glynn, but advanced to Maria, 
and stole a greeting. • . , 

Rut Lavinia know Idmy and all Reuse of outward objects, 
Siiving himself, seemed to leave lier. A mist rose before ^ 
her eyes, the room swam round, eonsciousness«of tliosc in it 
faded from her remcmbi'aneo,«nd she fell at ijis feet with a 
cry of pain, and clasped his knees in her wil^, ungovernable 
impetuosity. 

“Ob, Arthur I my love! my promised* husband I I 
thought you would never come 1 How could you desert 
me and leave me to these yeais of dreadful despair ? *' 

“What mistake is this?” broke from the dismayed lijs 
of Mrs. Remar. “ Is not this gentleman a stranger to you, 
Lavinia^ ” 

• “ Ajftlittr, de^'^st, spoak to tliem ! ’* she Implored ; “ tel 
them we. are no |jtimngers. Would wc had been I ** 

What Mi*. Ch&e was about to stammer forth in explana¬ 
tion he alqpie c^n tell; byt Mr. Crl^nn now entered the room 
and aUt)di& forward, hia voice raised in passion. 

“Mr; Ohase^-if that be your I inquire if the 
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knows it bad,’* cried Dobson, advanoiog from 
.Rebind and giving vent to her anger. “Deny it if }ou 
dare, Mr. Durham ? ” 

** I met with this young lady tivo years ago, and-——few 
iiousonsical love-passages i)as8ed between us, nothiuig more,” 
stammered the young clergyman from between his IMd lips, 
lie, perhaps, was as anxious to save her reputation Us to 
(‘vculpatc himself. 

* “ Jjiar 1 ” uttered Dobson, confronting him. “ May 1 
never stir from this spot,” she vehemently added, addressing 
those around, “if •he did not uin her love and confidence 
and jiroinisc to marry her by all the most sacred vows in 
tlie sight of lieaveii; and she believed him, and bas just 
bt'en breaking her heart fer<liim ever siuee,' But ho nas 
not Mr. Chase ; he culled himself Durham then I ” 

There was a dead sileuee. J^avinia had buried lier head 
at the feet ofrMr. Chase, and lip looked ready to go into the 
next World, he iias so agitfited and ghastly. Dr. Ilcmar 
spoke up. , 

“Sir,”he said, pointing to Lavinia, “ ase you prepared to 
marry this youug lady ? ’* ^ 

“ My sins arc being heavily visited upon me,’* i^urmured 

the unhappy youug man. “ 1-” 

“Xo subterfuge, sir,” thundered forth the rector. * *'l 
demand a plain answer.” 

“ 1 caimot mjirry her,” he replied, turning fi'om the fallen 
girl with a shudder. “ I can marry noue\givc her who was 
uboui to liccomc my dekr wife.” , 

Attd that you shall never do \ ” said, Pr^^bon^y llemui*. 
i^ome one thoj^gbt then of looking ronp$l for She 

\\as sfeandii^ bebittdi though ^ho seemed 

fixed and rigid, the ureath clenohid hand \ 

^ V KJfv hVj Vt 
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conversation youlbavc just held With a pewfefi in the 
fast-room had reference to this young lady, Miss Glyi 
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‘ ainl thcr« woes a fetoiiy uapeet m hat tiv*a^ a u» lia 

which s(fortl<id them all. 

Her mother hastened to her and spoke, but she did not 
• seem to hear or to know any one. Ati. Cluwc essayed ti» 
aiousc her) and under the circumstanoes, in their ^rrible 
U.n for kr leason, they siiUered him to approach lU‘r, 

«It be hmde his exit from the houbc ; but she ttas cfittally 
iiisymible to him as to the rest. They removed her to bedr 
«iM<l sent for half the physicians of (’loscford; but as the 
days went on, though her features resumed their ordint|i} 
aspect, it was found that her intellect was irrecoverably 


gone* 

Kot at first was she removed to an asylum, but^it was at 
length thought that the care, tlie rational treatment puisucd 
ill those reccpt/tclcs, might.cventuully pro\e of benefit j and 
she w as placed vv hei e the readerlirst saw her. Khc w os never 
violent, and, save upon that one subject, could scarcely lie 
said to he insane, but the delnsion that she was about to* 
be married did not leave licr, and in the coldest day in 
winter they dared not dress her in anything but white; 
whenever they attempted it, her distress Vas jiainful to 
witness and difiicult to soothe. ITer only occupation 
was that of weaving wreaths: and she could not be won 
to any other. It would seem that some chord of memorv, 


uiioYplainabb to us, vyis touched, couneoting lier imagiua-^ 
tion yfth that fatal night and the wreath she held. In 
suminrn' they provided her with fresli garden fiowers, in 
vv niter with artificial ones, and she wov^thom into gar** 
lands. When th^yjerere finished anc^laid aside, an attendant, 
unseen byhtr, Cht the string, and scattered the fiowers into 


the basket, ready foi^ the ill-fated girl to useiigaiu. One of 
her detnsiftiB ifras, that hhr father and mother were keeping 
her lover ftoni her, mid after caoh interview with £h^ her 
silent : Thb 
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caused tlie idedical men to forbid their visiting her, save 


at raise'infcctvals, - A painful prohibition for Dr. Eemar; 
uo wonder, ail things considered, that, his hair turned 
. ' white. Mrs. Remar soon pissed to a world where sorrow ^ 
, and suffering cannot enter. 

I can tell you nothing of Laviiiia Glynn—nothii^ good. 
It is said that her parents’ hearts, so idolatrous]^ bound 
«4ip iu her, were broken. She left their house, Jind entered 
upon a reckless career, and people “ talked ” much of her, 
but she never again stiw Mr. Chase after that dread, 
explanatory hour. 

And what became of him—Arthur Chase ? Tnily, as he 
said, his |ii)S were visited heavily upon him. Many curious 
vei*siotis of the affair came out to tlic world, iu most of 
which the young clergyman wiis represented as a sinful fiend 
—a second Satan, Opiuiofis* were divided iis to whether 
his gown would be taken from him, some holding that it 
would. Others ridiculed the idea. “If every clergyman,” 
they rcfisoiied, “ were to lose' his gown for peccadilloes 
committed before he wore it, the bishops would have 
. enough to dq*^’—which nobody can deny. Mr, Chase, 
however, settled the matter himself, by*qiiietly resigning 
it, and was the Reverend Arthur Chase no more. ' He left' 
Closefordshiro, and, after his uncle’s death, resided at 
tDui’ham Park, leading so quiet a lijfc, that the neighbours 
said be would relapse into what his uncle was beforp him— 
a misanthrope. Rut he carried on great iniprovcinchts on 
his estiff 0 , and ilO one ever applied to him for assistance in 
vain. In a neighbomipg town, populo^iB,\iid^ ndfi famed 
for its morality, his stealthy deeds of e^rityi were Weil 
known. Tlie erection of <ii large, welbappoinited bidlding .in 
it was one of his very first acts: ib is a ^eforina^^ asylum 
for the outcasts of society* imposing dqdr»T^||li pillars, 
forms its chief eptranoe^^and ovei; this Icifiera 
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iiiut do liot readily cafceh thd oye, is eng^ved a verse from 
the Hply Scriptures : , 

** Hejoicc, 0 young man, in thy youth; and let thy lieart 
cheer thee in the days of thy youth, and walk in tho 
ways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes; M 
hmvjhou^ that for all these things God witl briny Hm into 
judgmenV^ 
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Sib. castonbl. 


I’iiArirjK It 

THE HE.Vl'TIES OK EHritV. 

kN imusnal seftflatioii was ^created one day in the village of 
Sbiivy, by a report tbafc sdiocbody had taken the long- 
minhabited lionso, with tlie stone balcony and gi'cen 
'Crandall, which was situated in the centre of the street. • 
"Who could have hired it? Tl)«‘ whole vilHige was asking 
ihe question one of iinotlicr. * '‘Xtioso cousins of the Smiths, 
>r the people who had come on a visit tio the Hall, and 
professed to likl! Eliury so well ? No, none of these. Tt 
wto a stranger from London, quite unknown to every one, 
foi‘ there soon appeared a shining sine plate on the iiewly- 
vaiuished Oak-door, bearing in largo, very prominent lettcis, 
“ Mr. Gervase Castonel. Consulting Surgeon.” 

:©)ury was in ecstasies. A fashionable doctor was wliut 
the place granted above all things; as Wihnington, ho 
was. nothing but an apothecary, old now and stupid. Only 
'before, so tlie tale wenij round the whist^tablcs, 
wheii^ wa^ odled in to Mrs. Majpr Acre, an elderly dowager, 
he the insolence to tell her he could do her little 
good; that if she would eat^less and walk more, ^e would 
not want i doctor. tThey had put up with Wmnington, 
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ORpecially Sthm he had liis young an^^ a^pabl? ^rfciiev, 
a gentleman of fortune and position, who h^ }oi^e4 him 
K>me time before. But thia gentleman's wijte^hiiid fallen 
Into ill-health, which had caused him to qiUt,®buVy and 
a warmer climate. \ / 

Hfr. Oervase Oastrniel arrived, and took possession of his 
residence. Ton all know how fond we arc apt. iSi be of 
Jjpcsh faces, but you cannot know how rapturously fond 
Kbury at once grew of his. And yet to a dispassionate 
observer it vras not a prepossessing face ; it was silent, pale 
and unfatBoniable, with agrny impenetrable eye that disliked 
to look at you; aud dark hair, ’Cliey tried to guess his 
age; somp said five-and-twenfcy, some thirty: it is most 
])rol)ably near the latter; a small-made man of middle 
lieiglit. ' • 

Boor Mr. Wiiiuinglon! Ifo had attended Bbnry and the 
comity round for forty ycai-s, i\alking unostentatiously on his 
'two legs, and never, unless the distance was really beyond 
them, using a'Jiorse or caiTiage, and then it was borrowed or 
hii’ed. But he had to uitriess'lhe tUhuf of Mr, Castonel in a 


stylish eab with a tiger behind it; both of thouewest London 
impuvtutiou; i^tr, Castonors anns being eiiiblisdned on the 
eah, aud lilr. Oastonid’s taste on the hoy's dress, fle never 
stirred a professional yard without this cab. If a patient at the 


next door called him in, the osib took him there, (leuerally 
the boy would be hoisted uj), holding'on by the stp-j^ after 
the approved manner of tigers; i-oiuctimes, whmi It was 
ilr. Castonol’s pleasure not to drive himself, he sat by his 
imisterVMdo^and took the reins. Mr. Casl^tdl^i^iaiMhil 
of sitting/s^ry back in lus cab, a^nd th^ .M 
wlien its head was np they, were invisible j autf^rthw 
the eab would go dashing at a rate up m^^own the 

Uroel. rntU^bury becameyflth 

It the cause of,no end of believi^ 
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tHc 8p^!fc^.a(aw,^ foe 

'' th^r:p^iitDL^fcjbpdiesi«,'' too ^-tlioso hoim mte |)o^sse(l 

.valuable animals* ami ouo^'or otliei* 

' •was^always Jo bo,, seen'with, tbo cab j^hiud ,i#,... liiuuly^ 
.-iKsyo; straugor fall mfcosoe*xtc«sive'i])motioo,.tagjiglgu 
by ap^mnccs, as did Mr. Gervasc Ciwtonel. -•_ 
Tli^ . Si’fib jmtieut ho was snmiuoued to was Miul Majoy 
Aciie.Jt may bo observed that a, family in Ebury onc4 
:.wi’ot<j'a note qf invitation to IMrs. Major Aero, and omitted 
the .“Major.” She at once rolnrned the loitor, with an 
.'intimation that Mrs. JJ/tjor Acre declined acfj(iuiinla»cjB with 
them: ^ so we will tiikc care not- to fall nuder a itimiliir 
eahmuty. oMr. Custonel was’called in to Mm. 
and; she was charmed with him. Ue symixfthixcHl so 
feelingly with her ailiucuts.; hut assured her that in jn little 
tiin€,^nDder bis treatment, slicHvould not have a symptom, 
left.. Jhat honid Winiiington, she confided to him, htul 
told lier sho wanted nothing hut walking and ^fasting, Oli, • 
as tOr ,)Viriiiiiigton, Mr. ^as^onel rejoined, with a eon- 
i^pthons ehii of bis wire-dmwn, im]:>onetrable li^)^ what 
^ c*i)nid;|l>e.-<espected. of an apothecary ? Hc*(Mr.' Custouel) 
Mmpied fioou to l^ve no patients to hiK mercy«. And Uiis was 
repeafed by Mrs^ Major Acre Avberever she worit; and she 

to laiidtlic praises of the con- 
si^ihg soygeon i so that i^ople almost longed for a tender 
that, they might put t^^ under the.blahd 
V ht4;.^^ribgof Mr. Castpncl. 

iuuiiigtou, 
;pasM<^l V fpl* tlmt I^eutlcmim, 
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who’could n^lt' pay, Mr. Casfcoiicl had fiad^an ostenUitious •• 




aiiuouncemont that he should give advice gratis frCin ujine 
to ton o’clock on Tuesdays and Fridays, but the'liew poor ' 
who accepted the invitation found him so repellent and nii-r, 
sympathizing that they w^ere thankful to return to kind old 
Mr. Wilmington, who had not only attended them without 
charge at their own Ijomos; but had done mucl^ towards 
^supplying their bodily wants also, Mr. Winuingtdn had 
j)Gcn neglectful of gain : perhaps his having no family h§,d 
rendered him so. He had never married, he and his sister 
liaving always lived together: hut just before her death, a 
niece, Caroline Hall, then left an orphan, came home to 
thorn. To describe his afTcctiou for this girl would be im¬ 
possible r it may be questioned if Caroline retumed it as it 
deserved—^but Avhen is the love of the aged for the young 
ever repaid in kind ? The pleasure and deligjits of visiting 
filled her heart, and her uncle’s home and society were 
» only regarded as things to be escaped from. Was lu3 yet 
awake to this ? There Wiis soincthing worse for him to 
awake to, hy-and-by, soilietfiiiig that as yet he auspected 
not. He was i»uch cluingcd; bad been changing over since 
the establishment in Ebury of Mr. CastOncl: his face had 
acquired a grc} tinge like his hair, his merry tongue was 
hushed," and jHiople said he looked as if his heart were 
hreakiug. It is hard to bear ingratitude : ingratitude from 
those with whom wo have lived fCr sixty years. It was not 
for the,value of the practice: no, no: he had that which 
would last him,i.h{8 life, and leivvo something behind him: 
blit it. was the unkindiiess that was tellinl ^upon. Mr, 
Wilmington; the desertion for a stranger, one in'r^ity to t 
skilled than he was, ^ ^ . ’ . •' 

Frances Ohavasse stood in her’ mother’s, drawing-room, 
and, with hef; the danghteifr of the Rector ilbury, the 
Reverend Chd^qpher Leicester. Ellen Leic^tcr had come 
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* iu after dinner to spend tlic tiftoiniooii Avitli Frunees; for 
though it <?olled itself an aristocratic place, usually 
dined in’ file middle of the day. They were both lovely 
girls, about niheteeh, though unlike in feature as iu dis- 
positiour They were ctilled the beauties of Ebnry, Caroline 
Hall got classed with tlioni silso, bnt it arose from her 
constimtly^ssociating with them, nut from her good looks. 
She was two or three ycai’s ohler, bud a sallow face with dark ^ 
hail’, and lively, pleasant dark eyes. An absurd story bad 
gone abroad, but died away again» that Mr. (‘astonol, upon 
being asked which of the throe was most to his taste, replied 
that only two of them were, bnt lic\l man’y the three for all 
that. 

The two young ladies ^vero talkijig eagerly, for Mrs. 
Major Acre had Just paid them a visit, and disclosed a piece 
of iiitclligenco-W'hieli coinplctftlyi aslonuded her hearem— 
that Miss Hall was about to be married to Mr. Castonel. 

“It.is impossible that it can Ix’ true,” !Mrs. 0hava.%e and < 
her daughter had exclaimed* in the same /|nitik, positive, 
eager tones, for they Avere tlitT cduiiterpart of each otlicr 
in manner. “ Old 'VVinnington liates Mi> Castonel like 
poison! ’* * ^ 

“ I know he does. And I was told it was for that very 
reason Mr, Castonel is bent upon having her,’* said Mrs. 
Major ; “ that he may mortify the old apothecary, and take 
from him the only treasure he law left—Caroline.” 

“Oh, that’s all Ebury gossip,” decided Alra. Chavusse. 

“ ^ well;;g8jj^lislied man like Mr. Castornrf^will take <!aro ^ 
to marry wording to his fancy, not to gratify pique. Mr. 
Winnington will liever give his consent.” 

“ He has j;iven it,” answered thc^ajor’s widow. “ Caro¬ 
line’s will is kwi, there.' I wish she may find it so in her 
new home.” - ' ' • , 

“ Well,” added Mrs, Chavassc, dubiously, *! I don’t kiiow 
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that Sir. ,0a®inel :i8 ^together jbhe incwi -fs^ouM choose tt» 

. give ajjaiigliter to. Such ciaioiiys thijg^"8ai^ of mm— 

' aboui/'ilwtmy8teriou3.]^ra^ you huhw.!^. "^ ,]\} > , ,r 

; V,. ,f^0rap^ are sour/* thought Hrs. Slajpr 4cre ,Ji!p hehalif,.' 
now I have tdkl you the news, 'f iJUJSt "goj*^ Mi6. 
said,.rising. ‘‘Good-bye, to you all. Sty coinpliiijVnta a€ 
thc^jmtBonage, hiy dear Sliss Glleu.” . 

^ Sirs. Ohavasse went put with the lady, and it happened 
that immediately afterwards Caroline Hall entered. Kllch. 
and Fmncea regaixlcd her with a curiosity they had never 
yet manifested, and h’jances spoke impulsively. 

^ “ How sly you' were over it, CaroUne I-^Now, don't 

proten^ to deny it, or you’ll pub me in a temper. We 
know all about it, just as much as yourself. \ If you chose , 
10 keep it from others, you might have told Ellen and mo/* 

“ How conld I tell you •’.vllat I did not know myself ? 

> “Nay, Caroline, you must have known it,” interposed 
the sweet, gentle voic^o of EUcu Leicester. 

“ I did not know 1 was jjoing to he married, You might 
have seen there was**-~she hesitated, and b]ush^-r^“au 
atUiehment l^tweeu myself and Mr. Castonet, if your eyes 
had beeU o^n.** ■ . ^ 

“I declare I never saw’ anything^tliLat cmijfi cause me 
to.giink ho was attached to yon,** abruptl/Ottered 3iliss 
Chavasse, looking at her. 

. “^or Ij*’ repeated Ellen Leicester. And the young 
ladies spojee truly.' 



do with marriage j E.veryhody dirtiCv a dbsseii 

flirtati<mi before 1 settle do\vh tp ^ 



A 7, 



Dhe iiEAirriEs OS' eboby. ?oi 

■ 'T 7 . Vi'' 

« •‘‘Ellen rtfti’c Tanghod Fi^a£tco». ’*'She >^oftld draw 


dowu the old walls of the parsonage abont her cars if 
committed*so heinous a sin. But I must i‘ctnm to what i 


siudy Caroline, that it was unfriendly not to let ns know^ It.*' 
** The puzKle is, how yon know it now*,” observed Caro¬ 
line. *^Thc interview, when Hfr. (‘astonol asked my nnelo 
for mo, onf^ took place last night, and I have not spoken 
of it Jo any one.” 

“,Oh, new*s travels fast enough in Ebiiry,” answered 
Frances, oiirclesslv. If 1 were to cut my finger now with 
this penknife, cveij house would know it before tO-night. 
3ifr. Wiunington may have racntioual it.” 

“ 1 am quite sure that it has not passed'bis lips.” 

Then the report must have come from Mr. Cas&ncl I ” 
exclaimed Franc(fll. ITow veiy strange! ” 

“My uncle is not well to-dayadded IMiss Hall, “and 
has seen no one. He has a great fire made up in the 
dn|vviiig-room, and is stewing himself close to it. Tlio 
room’s as hot as an oven.” 


“ A fire this weather I ” I’c^Katelll France^. “ What is 
the matter with him ? ” 


“ Nothing partidular that I know of. He site and sighs 
and never speaks. Ho only spoke once between breakfast 
and dinner: and that was to ask me if I felt Mr. Castoncl 



Wits a man calculated to make me happy. Of course he is.” 

‘■Caroline,” whispered Miss Leicester, “do you not four 
it is your marriage that is preying on his spirits ? ” 


•1* ^ would not consent tftc a long While. 

The intoview was anything bat agreeable. Ho and Mr« 
,paston^ ^en^^iogetW at first, andHhen 1 was called in. 
\t last he gave iL But ho does npt like lilr. Castoneh 1 


suppose froA his having taken his practice from him^” 
?^Ay^|<>cd; resawn ' 
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is ftU. luck in this world. If people persist in sending fo? 
Gervase, he can’t refuse to go. My uncle is old ^ow.’** 
Ellen Leicester looked up, reproach seated in her deep 
blue eyes. But Caroline Hall resumed t ® 

“ It is more than dislike that he has taken to Mr. Ca^ 


touel; it is prejudice. He cried like a child after Gervase 
had gone, saying he would rather I had chosen any qne else 
,in the world, he had rather I kept single for life,-than 
many Mr. Oastonel. And ^luff says she heard him sighing 
and groaning on his pillow all night long.” 

“And oh, Caroline,” exclaimed Ellen Leicester, in slmcked, 
hushed tones, “ can you-think of manying him now ? ” 
“Mj^miclo has consented,” said Caroline, evasively. 

“ Yes; but in what way ? If you have any spark of 
dutiful feeling, you will now iwove your gratitude to your 
uncle for all his love and (fare of you.” • 

“ Prove it how ? ” 


“ By giving up Mr. Castonel.” 

Caroline Hall turned iyid* looked at her, then spoke 
impressively. “It is easy to talk, Ellen, but when the 
time comes fo^:* you to love, and should he be unacceptable 
to your parents, you will then understand how imp(>Mible is 
Avhat you ask of me. That calamity may come.” 

“ Never,” was the almost scornful reply of Miss Leicester. 

“ My father and mother’s wishes will ever be first with me.” ■ 

“I tell you you know nothing about it,” repeated Caro- 
Jing.. “ Remember my words liemiftcr.” 

“Do not about what you will neve4jigr'v?*'3ipon”\ 
interrupted Miss Ohavasse. “ When i^ th'5 wedding Ijo be, 
Caroline?” •* . r 


“ 1 suppose almost iniliiodiately . So Mr. Casteel wishes.” 
“ He is not so great a favourite in the pjbee as he was' 
when he first camek People also say that he is a gener^. 
tvdmirer. So take caret Gatoline,’*. , > ', .' , • . 
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“ I know fow people witU; whom to is not a favourite/^ 
retorted Caroline, wanaly. “ My nnele is one; Mr. Leicester, 

I l)elievc, is another. Are there any more ? ” 

• Yon need not take me up so sharply,” laughed Francos. 

“ I only repeated what I have heard. Take your things off, 
Caroline, and remain to tea.” 

Caroline Hall hesitated. “ ^ly uncle is so lonely. Still,” 
8h(va*dded, after a piinsc, “ I can do him no good, and as to 
ti;yiug to raise his spirits, it’s a hopeless task. Yes, I will 
stay, Frances.” 

She w'as glad to accept tany excuse to get invay from tlic 
home she had so little incliuutiou for, utterly regardless of 
the lonely hours of the. poor old man. Francci^ careless 
and pleased, hastened to help her off with her things. Ihit 
Ellen Leicefitef, more coniyderate, painfully reproached her 
in her heart of hearts. * k 

Mr. Oastouel found his way that evening to the house of 
Mr. JOhavasse. Soon after he came, Mrs. Chavasse, who • 
was in her garden, saw the rector })ass. She went to the 
gate and leaned over it to shake liands with him. 

“ Have you heard the news ? ” she asked,* being one who 
was ever ready fo retail gossip. “Caroline,Hall is going 


to be married.” 

“ Indeed I ” he answered, in an accent of surprise. “ 1 
have been much at Mr. "Winnington’s lately, and buve 
heard nothing of it.” 


, “ She marries Mr. Castouel.” 

pausci The clergy man iSCeiued as though 
tmahl^^D^iprehend the woi'ds. “ Mrs. Chavasse, I hope 
yon are under ft mistake,” he said'at last^ “I think you 


ore. 




“Ko; it'was all Settled yesterday with old Winnington. 
Caroline told pae;i|b hei:^l|: she and Mnv Cafitonel are both 
here now.”’ ’ ; , ' , 


■i - 
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■* I am' ^n^ed K> dear it i jmp. Castoifel IsT ii6i tjbe man - 
I wild g(v« a cliiid to.’* 

That's just livliat I said, Will you walk in f' 

** Xot now. 1 will call for Ellen by-and-by.” 

“ Xot before nine,” said Mrs. Obavasse/^ 

Tbeire weltj those in Ebury i\ho had called MK^CSisrofiul 
an attractive man, but I think it would have pttzxHl them 
V) teU in what his attraction^ lay. lie was bj no ui^us 
i^uoddookuig; though pcrliaiib not what could be calleil 
p'ain; one peculi|irity of his, was, that he hated mdsic: 
and in society hc^was silent rather than otherwise. Ytt 
he gencmlly found favour with the ladies: they arc pretty 
cortaiu to like one who has* tlie reputation of being u 
general ^mirer. Had a sii anger, that evening, been pre> 
sent in the drawing-room of Mi-s. OliavassC, he would not 
have suspected Mr. (Vistoueil Wcus ou the point of marriage 
with Miss Hall, for his gallant attentions to Frances 
* Ohavafsse and Ellen Leicester, his evident admiration for 
both, were iiiconsistently aiypirent—especially considering 
the presence of faroline*. WJiat she thought, it is im¬ 
possible to sayA She left early, and Mr. Castoiiel attended 
her as far as h,er homi‘. * 

Hr. Leicester hod taken his way to the house Hr. 
Winniugtom The surgeon was cowering over the fire, as 
('aroline had described. He shook hands with Mt> Leicester 
without rising, apd pointed in silence*'to a chair. He looked 
^ very ill; scarcely able to speak. 

** I have heardM^ome tidings about Carolincjt^’ t^ap the 
lectqri * 

Hr. Winulngton groaned. ** Oh, my 

he said, I have ne(^ pf strong cansolatito^^tQiJier this 
affliction.’* * > 

“ You disapprove, no doulit, of Mr. C^tohtd 
** Hwappixjve! **'he reij^ted^ 





me, 





the wifit^pIl^SW'r 


her 


helo^JjaS^iaHhis roomy hofcli of them^ ® 

foi'Veack other. ' OSisto 

_ i.iL'iI'ijici V ' _ii'-.’ __I -i. _> I'ii.'i / U'.'■.‘■'ij 


luwtfe^ttd ho^.and where they can have ihet so freqti^htly, 
as ^hey have done, is a wonder to tttO: C1j,^he 

is of 4 TOeai dishonourable spirit! An3 I have m| doubts 
aboft '8(4 liking her— her, oven^ , ■ \ ' ^" 

'*l*h<Su Why should he 8e6k to marry her ?’^'^^ietVfche 
reJ^rWsitrprise. . . ■' ’ ' '4> , ^ ' ' 

'rtiidW'iioE ' 1 have been thinking about it ^i 'n^Ut 
aiid jJi diyi and caii eome to %io' conclusions,^ Sa^“^bite,” 
be dropping his voice, ** which is firm upon fimi 4nd 


yongi^'h^^l^E’^ ' - 

' ** N(|?V'MbVb cihphatically replied Mr. ljeiceste|.‘* I 

a hadj^mmoiid man, lllj^ eUliii^ takes 
' 'i^Miy^yioiigst the poor, and. I. can toll ^'HV; 


%iore,warmly welcoine^ by thi'dknghters 
nothing tangible h^ hitle%) hocn 
hrotl^l^ii^fhst himi . He is a deep man,” ' 

:^ to Caroling proves hJs depth. 

thp" strange", person who^dllow^d hmii' td 
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I p > ^ t» ^ \ ' %'*.^*^*** * ' t 

not havescon lier at all, bub the other ,pe^n M otit, and' 
she oaijae to the door.” " . 

/ I met her once,’* said Mr. Wiimington. •* ^e\is very 
handsome.” . . , . ’ ' 

Too handsome and too young to be living, in so 
mysterious a way,” remarked the rector, signihcautly. 
“ She has evidently been reared as a gentlewomanher 
jTecent and manner are perfer*tly ladylike and refined. Did 
you mention her to Mr. Castonel ? ” 

”I did. And he answered in an indiiferent, haughty 
manner that the lady was a connexion of his own family, 
who chose, for reasons of lier own, good and upright, though 
they were kept secret, to pass her days just now in retire¬ 
ment, He added that her character was unimpeachable, 
and no one, to him, should dare impugn it. What could 
I answer ? ” 

“Vei‘y true. And it maf/ bo as he says: though the 
circurastances wear so suspicious an appearance.’* “ 

” Oh that ho hiui nevea’ ceinc to Ebury I ” exclaimed the 
surgeon, clasping his hands with emotion. “ Not for the 
injury he has done to me professionally; ^ and I believe 
^trimn to do',' for thei'e wiw} room for us bothI have 
forgiven him this with all my heart, as it becomes a 
Chi'istian, near the grave, to do. But my conviction tells 
me he is a bad man, a mysterious man—^yes, my friend, I 
repeat it, a mysterious man—I feel him to, be sOi though 
it is ah assertion 1 cannot explain; and I feeh that he will 
fissure Oarolino^misery instead of happine8s.i^^r^r:p!.a..a-»x.^ 
” Still, unless he is uttached to her, I dd not why lie, 
shouid Wed her,” repeated the rector. . iprtun 

to tempt his cupidity.” * i .. ^ 

“Nor do I see it,” repli^ Mr 
is bo” . , . V.- 

Mr Leicester eat' there. aa;hdiii 


. WinniDg^^^:. But it 
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visit pomo cotfcHgos. On Ids vetiivn, ho cut aci'uss the fields, 
{linear nay, for ho found it was getting dark, and close 
upon the time he intended to call for Ellen, M he passed 
»the comer of Beech Wood, a idired spot just there, near 
to the pretty, but very small lodge originally built for 
a gamekeeper, who should he suddenly encounter but its 
present Inmate, tlio lady he and IMr. Winidngtou had been 
spaaliing of. Her arm was within Iilr. Oastonel’s, and sUo 
was talking rapidly, in tones, as it seemed, of remonstrance. 
The gentlemen bowed as they passed each other; both 
coldly; and had ^fr. Leicester turned to scan the doctor’s 
face, he would have scon (»n it a sneer of maligiumt 
triumph. 

I nOvVer saw a ease more o^wu to suspicion in my life,” 
muttered the clergyman to himself. *‘And he just come 
from the presence of his futureiwife.” 
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MIt?' Ml \ i\ 

naun<ili, AInfT, soiur tw(» 

]uonths subsf<[ih‘ut to llio ubo\o dotiiils; **\\ash thos<‘ 
docantei's : chore’s ou( slioit, hut I’ll see to that, Xow 
}ou uocmIj not touch the kniiosf: Jem Mill clean them all in 
the inorninjf. l)o as I lud jou, and then i^et out and du^t 
the hc8b (“hma.” 

“ Thore’8 the door hell,” .u<l Hannah. 

‘‘ (Jo and answer it, and driii’t ho an houi over it. 1 dare 
WY it’s the innu wiih tlu potte<l inoiit'^ Tell him the rolls 
must he heie in the morniii«!f h} tin o’clock,” 

A most vahiahlo person Mas Airs. AInfT in her vocation, 
and highlj re6pectcd thronsfliont Eburv. An upright, 
portly, kindly-looking Moinan, of four or fiVe and fifty, with 
an auburn “ front,” whoso curls iverc always Scrnpulonsly 
smooth. She h id for many years held the important Bitna- 
tioii of housekeeper at the H4dl: hut changes had occurred 
there, as they do in many places. the death of Mr. 
lA'innington’s sistt r, she had accepted the post of hoiisekeepcr 
to him, and luid^)wen there e^cr since. Hannah, a damsel 
of twenty, being under her. “r^ru 

“Well, was it the b^kcr?” she demanded,rijwimh 
rctiumeil to the kitchen. 

**No, tna’am* It im another wedding prese^v for Miss 
I’aroUue, with Afrs. Major Asre’s compliraeii^.'r^^*took it 
up to her ; she’s in the druwing-room with Mr, 

- » ^ 'A. 
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' “ All: *’ vToiincil tho luiusi'kceper.—liook at th«' on 

tiuisc Hanruih, i thought jou mu<1 you ha<l wi]*c(l 

tiieiu.” 

‘*Atu 1 v\hat harm, ma’am, oithor ? ” ivturutHl llaunah, 
^^ho \iTy u-ell undoi’slootl tlio natiuv of tho croaU. “ ShcMl 
he hiK to-iuoiTO« 

“Whd said there uas li.inn ?Nharjdv retorted Mrs. 
.\ijiif. ‘•Only my ]MH)r master! he is ao lonely, and jt 
the last evening al.e’ll he here. Where are you running 
off to iiou !" I t')lil you to liniali the deeanters,” 

ALit^ter culled out for ^oine co.il as I passed the pirlour,” 
answered ITaiinah. “ 1’he ]»u//Je,to me is, how he <'an hear 
a tire, this snllrv August weathir/’ 

‘ Ah. cliiUl. \ou’lI cnuio lotlu* eud <»f uiau} j>u///.ie8 before 
30U arri\c ut jfty jeius. Ajastev's old and chilly, and break¬ 
ing up Us fust us he call hreak. | I’ll t,ik(‘ the coal in myself.” 

Air, Wimiiugtou did not look ut», as the housekeeper jml 
jbe ijoal ou. l>ut afterwards, w lieu she was busy at the side-. 
h<»ard, he called out in sudden. <jun'k hiiies—Airs. Alutf.” 

•‘ >^ir I ” she aiiN\\(‘red. 

*’ AVliat arc you doing theic r ” 

I am chaii^iug the sluTry wine, sir^ iuU) the odd 
diranter. AVe want this one to put reaily with the others,” 
“* For the show to-morrow ? ” he went on. 

“To he sure, sir. Por nothing dse.” 

“Ay, Afuff, put cveiything in onkr,” he eontiuucdi 
*• Jloii’t let it bo said that J opiM)sed any of tli(‘ir wishes ; 
:m old man such as I aiti, whom Ihev wilWjc glad to see out 
oT'lhe worluV And you need not trouble yourself to put 
tiling up aftert'ards: they will be Hvanted again.” 

“ FoJr whafc purpose, sir ? ” site inquired. 

“ For tie funeral.” * 

Airs, Muff, us she said afterwards, was struck all of a 
heap. And Mr. AVTinningtoii re?iamf*d t 
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“ After a wedding conics a bnvying. Slie is beginning 
the cares of life, and I am giving them up for erer. And 
something tells me she will have her share of ttem. I 
shall not be hero to sUind by lier, IMuff, so you must.” 

'J'hc housekeeper trcmblod as she heard. He had a queer 
look on bis face that she did not like. 

“I’ll do what 1 can, sir,” she said. “But vvlkm Miss 
C'lroliiie has left here, that will be but little.” 

“ You can go where she goes, 

“ l^*rhaps not-, sir.” 

“ Perliap'^'ycs, "VVill you j'roiiiise to do su, if you ean-- 
if any ])ossi)de way is oj[U‘iu!'l ? J^roniise me,” he added, 
eagerly a^d feverishly. 

“ Well, sir,” she answered, to humour him, “ if it shall lie 
agreeable to all y>arties, yes, I will promise,” 

“ And you will shield hcrifrdm him. as far as you can ? ” 
“ Yea,” re]>eated the housekeeper, most imperfectly nndev- 
‘standing what C'aroliiio was to be shielded from. 

“Now% Mrs. Muff,” he conchuled, in a solemn. tone, 
“ tliat’a a death bargain, ilouiember it.” 

“You don’t wem well, sir,” was ^Mrs. Muff’s rejoinder, 
“ Hhali T call M^iss Caroline to you v ‘ 

“No,” bo sadly answered. “Let her ))e.” 

She w’fts in the drawing-room with Mr. Castonel, as has 
been stated, hiiighii.g, talking, joking, iiiimiiidful of her 
fond uncle, who was dying in the room licneatli. Her 
dross was a cool summer muslin, very pretty, with its open 
sleeves, her davk-hnir was w'orn in bands, and b^r dti yV f.v<''4 
W'ere animated. She began showing him of -the 

presents she had rocoivckl that day,, and slijAped a bracelet, 
on licp arm to disyilay it.” ^ 

“ That is an elegant trinket,” observed Mr.^‘Castonel, 
“ Who is it from ? ” 

*• Ellen Leicester.” 



Mtta DREAM. 


nu 


Lasfcily ivjoiueil, “T heard it fmid to-day that 
sljc is not. goiujr to (.huia'h witli you—tUal the |»ars'>n's 
.stai\:h Will not let her do so.’* 

^ “It is true,” said <!aroliJie. “I did not teli you of it, 
Oervase, hecanst! f thoiiirht it ujiglifc uinioy yon, as it had 
done me.” 

“Annoy iuf>! Oh dear, no. Let mo hear ■\vhafc his 
ohjCotions Avei'G : what he said.” 

’“I only gal lured the suhslaiiee of them from MTs. 
Loi<;estor. Yon know my undo does not api>rovc onr 
union, though he did give Ids oosistjnt. So on that seore, 
I believe, Mr. Loieoster declined to allow Mllen to he one 
<.if my hridosmaids ’ lie wou]d nol directly sanction what he 
was pleased to call an nndntifid measure.” 

“1 woudon»lic condescends to marry us,” remarked iMr. 
Castonel, wi^h that peciilTaa sneer, cunning and malignant, 
on his fa<*e, which even (kirolifu‘ disliked to R<'e. 

“That he could not refuse, ft is in his line of duty, 
mien is so vexed. We three lunl always •promised each 
other that the two left avouWI Wo bridesmaids to AvhicUcver 
was married first, I, Ellon, and Frances Chnvasso.” 

Afr. Oastouei laughed, a strange, ringnig laugh, as if 
something amused him much ; and Oarulinh looked at him 
in surprise. . 

The wedding-day dawiu-d ; not t(»(> promisingly. In the 
first place, the hrilftant weather had suddenly cliaiigcti, 
'and the day rose pouring wet. In the second, ]Mr. Winning- 
tou, who, however, had never intend^ to go to churcli 
too ill to rise, ;^^is6 Chavjissc Avas hridos- 
maid, and by^h^f-past ten Eerva^so Castonel and Caroline 
'Hall had been united for better for wonse, until tUa/h did 
part thdbi. Next came the bi’eakfast, the Heverend Mr. 
licicester, Avho had officiated, declining to go and partake of 
it, and then-the bride and bridegroom sbirted off iJi a 
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cnriUj'c-aud-foiir to spend a sliorfc honeyinoou. Before 
they retoriiecl, Mr. ‘Winiiiuglon was dead. 

4 

Ag«u«, toader, hi\ months lui\e elapsed, for time, us 1 
told yon, blipped on at Khiir\ as fast as it does at other 
plarjcs. No medical ojjpoiient had started, so Mr. <^»stolttel 
had tho professional swing of the whole phire ^Mid was 
getting ou in it at lailway «pe( I. Wc are now oi the .'old 
dfiy./.ly month of Fchrnaiy. and ir is a driz/Jing wretched 
day. In the bright kitchen, hoof Af* Castonel, little 
signs arc seen ol the oiiUnh' \uatlur. Thf‘ hi(‘ burns clear, 
and the kt^ttle aimrN the sqn.uc of carpet, never jaii down 
until ull cooking is o^cr,\•vtmds itself before the hearth, 
and good'"Mrs. Muff is presiding o\er all, her feet on a 
warm footstool, and hti sp(‘ctacles on nose for she ha-.* 
tliawn the stand before htr on wliah rest's lui Bible. Pre- 
^entl)■<a vinitor came in, a liemc clotlnd in tr«nelliug attire, 
limp and moisl, inlrodueMl by the tiger .lohn, who had 
(.ucoimtcred it at the dooi as he was eomg out on an 
eir ind for hi« muster. 

*• JMy goodness me, Hannali: it's never you ? 

**Yes, ma'am,‘ it is,*’ was Hannah’s rej^^y, with a* low 
i»heisan('c to Mrs. MulT. 

*Wnd why did ^ on not eomc) O'^tei daj as was agreed upon ? 

*‘It rained so har<l with ll^, mutluT said I had bettor 
wait; hut as to-day turned out httlc Kttcr, T eamc through 
it. She’d ha\c piid for an inside place, hut tho coach was 
full, so I came outside.” 

>Vcll, get off your w’ct things, and w'e’ll 
lea,” add Mra. Muff, risipg and setting the tea-things. 

TVIothcr sends her duty to you, ma’am,” said Hannah, 
.w slic sat down to the tea-table, after obeying direettdns, 
“and bade me say she w'as obliged to you for kindly think¬ 
ing of me. and getting me a place under you again,”^ ^ 
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•* Ah ! wo Uttlo thoU;>lit, some luonlh^t J)iU'k, tluvl wo 
f'lfynld fwr ho serving: OuStouel.” 

“ Xoltiing: was i*vor further from my thouuhrfi, ma’am.” 

^ “I wished to come and live with Aftss l'‘aroUno; I hail 
iiiy own reasons for it,” resumed Mrs. Mull; ‘*nnd, as Inek 
IumI it, she had a hroeze with the maids here, after she eamc 
home, :ii 4 d tcavc them hotli wariiinii. 1 fancy tliey bad 
done^as they liked ttm hmjr. under Air. (‘asttmel, to put up 
wit'll the eontrol of a mistress, and Miss Caroline, if put 
out, can ho pr(‘tty sharp and liasty. ITowovcr, they wore 
lea^ini^, and I heard of it, and canio after llte place. Miss 
Caroline—dear! I mcau Airs. Cajtoncl—tliousjht T ought 
to look out for a su[)cri()r on<' to licrs^ but she said she 
should he too glad to take me if T did not thinf so. Ho 
here I came,^aud here I hiue hcou ; and when, a week ago, 
tlio girl under.me misheluived* h^rs<‘lf, 1 thonglit of you and 
spoke to mistress, so we sent for you. Xow you know how 
it hag all hap|icnc<l, ITannah.” 

“Yes, ma’am, and thank you. f*> ATiss Caroline 
well ? ” 

^‘Mrs. Castonel,” inteiTuptcd the housykeeper. 
you not hear me eorixjct myself ? Hhe is getting hettoj*.” 

“ lias she lieeu ill r” returned Haimah. 

“fill 1 iKjlie^e yon. It was a near touch, lluunub, 
W'hethcr she lived or died.” 

“ AVhat has been the*inalter, AErs. Alnff ? ” 

Never you mind what,” said the okl l.m^ somewhat 
sharply. '*Hhe has been ill, but is jtcr, and 

'Sloiigl^/or you. I’ll stop nji, aral ask if she wants 
anything.” 

' Hannah cast her eyes round (Jic kitchen ; it looked a 
\ cry comfdHablo one, and she thought she should he happy 
eijongh in her ne%r abode. .Everything was bright and 
clean to a fault, Iwtokeniiig two plain facts, tlu? presiding 
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i^tnius of Xra. Muir, uml plenty of work for Haiuiali, wljo 
knew she shonld have to keep things as she found them. „ 

“Mrs. Oastonel will have some tea presently, not jiist yet,” 
said Mrs. ]\rair, retifrniug. “ How ill she does^look, Her^ 
face lins no more colour in it than a corpse. It put me in 
mlnrl of my dream.” 

“ Have yon had a had dream lately, ma’am r '’<'inquired 
Ihinnah. For t/ucre was, not a more invt'tcj'a It; droame'r, or 
interpreter of dreams, than ,Mrs. and nothing loth* 

was she to lind a listener for them. 

“ Indeed T have,” sIjc answered, “ and a dream that 1 
dtui’fc like, it was just .three niglits ago. I liad gone to 
hed, dead asleep, having been up part of several back 
nights witli my mistress, and 1 imdrcssod in no time, and 
was ash'cp as tjuick. All on a sudden, foi' I rememhered 
no event that seemed to lead to it, I thought I saw luy old 
master-'- 

“ The Sijuire ? ” intciTU]>ted Ifaiinali. 

“Not the'stpiire: wliat j)iit him in your head? Mr. 
Winnington. f thought 1 saw him stauding at the foot 
of the bed, and after looking at me lixedly, as if to draw 
my attention, ,he turned his head slowly 'towards the door, 
I hcaj'd the stairs creaking, us if somebody was coming up 
step by step, and wo both kept our eyes on the door, wait¬ 
ing in expectation. It began to move on its hinges, V017 
slowly, and I was struck with horror, for who should appear 
at it but-” 

“ Aii-a-a-a-h shrieked iraniiah, whose fediugs^^^^iii^, 
previously wrought up to shrieking pitchy received Jlreir 
climax, for at that vtry jnomeut a loud, noise was heard 
outside the kitchen door, which was only pushed to, not 
closed. 

“ What a sinipletoii you be ! ” w'rathfully cxclaiiueil Mw. 
Mult, who, however, had edged her own chair into cioser 
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’ ConUct witli HamiuliV, ‘*I dare say it is only limstcr in 
laboratory.” 

After tlic lapse* of a few reassuring seconds, Arrs. Mult 
•moved towards the door, looked out, and then went towards 
a small room adjoining it. 

“ It is as I thought,” she said, coming IkioU and closing 
the door* “it is master in his laboratory. But now Unit’s 
an.odd thing,” she add^d, musingly. 

'■ . “ What is odd, ma’am ? ” 

“Why, how' master oonld liavo come down and goi\e in 
there without my hearing him. f left him sitting with 
mistress. Terhaps she has dozed oil'; she does sometimes at 
dusk ; and he crept down softly for fear of distur^^ing her.” 

“ But w'hab was the noise ? ” asked Uauiiah, bivathlessly, 

“ I^aw, chillfl d’ye fear it was a ghost ? It was only Mr. 
Oastoncl let fall one of the liltl^ drawers, and it W'ent <lowu 
with a clatter. And that’s another odd thing, now t come 
to think of it, for T always believed that top drawer to be * 
a dummy drawer. U has* Io<;k and no knob, like the 
others.” 

“ What is a dummy drawer ? ” rejioaled Wannah. 

“ A false drawer, child, one that won’W open. John 
thinks so too, for last Saturday, wlien lie was cleaning the 
laboratory, I w'out in for some siring to tie up the beef 
olives I wfts making,for dinner. Jlo w'as on the steps, 
Htretcbing up his duster to that very drawer, and he called, 
out, ‘This here drawer is just like your head, Ahulam MiifF.’” 

’ asked I. * 

“•* Cause lit hag got nothing in the inside of him,’ said 
he, in his impudent way, and ruahW off the steps into the 
garden, f^^ring I should box his^jars. J5ut it is this very 
drawer master has now let fall, and there w'ere two or three 
little papers and phials, I sjAv, scattered on the floor. I 
was stepping in, asking if I could help him to pick them 
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\\\\ but he looked at me as black as thutider, and rouvod 
oul, * Ko. Uo uway and mind j’-our own business/ Didn’t 
you hear him ? ” 

“ I heard a jnun's voice/’ replied Hannah ; 1 did not, 

Ivnow it was Mr. Castoners. Hut about the dream, ma’^am * 

M>u did not finish 
• 

*‘True, and it’s worth liinshinj','’ ai^\NOivd th' iiouse- 
!\<‘eper, hettling herself in lur < hair. Where wa< 1 ? 'Oli I 
—I thought at tlie foot of the b(‘d ncood Mr. V\ iiiniui'toii, 
«ud when the foot't»‘]>s rarne (‘l<*sc. and the door opened - 
h) hlouly, Hannah, and uo n.ildiinii in suopenso all tlie 
lime—uho shouhl it be .but ^Ir. and Mr>. (Mstonel. She 


wa'J in h'T grave-clothes, a fianiiel dress and (*ap, edged 
with while (piilled nbhon, and she looked for all the noild 
JH slie looks this night. He had got hold of her hand, and 
Ik handed lier in, rtMuainiijg himself at the door, and m\ 
old master hent forward and look her by the other hand. 

I Mr. 'Wiiinington looked at me, as mueh as to say, I)y you 
Ke(‘ till'' ? um'i thin they both turned and gazed after Mr. 
fistonel. I heard his fobtsEeps descending the stairs, and 
upon looking again at the foot of the lied, they were both 
gone. 3 woke^np in a dreadful fright, aiid could not get 
to sleep again for t\\o hours.” 

It’s a mercy it wasn’t me that dreamt it,” observed 
Hannah. ** I slionM have ro^'O the house, serecchhig.” 

‘•It was a nasty dream,” added Mrs, Muff, ‘‘and if 
mistress had iK»t been out of all danger, and getting better 
us fast as she caiwg^t, T should Ka\ it bet(»koned—something 
not over-pleasant.” * 

She was interrupted tby Mi’s. Oastonel’fe Veil. for 

a (‘up of tea, and Mrs. Mnif look it up. As she pd^ the 
lalHiratory, sh^ saw that Mr. Castonel was in it Still. Mrs. 
CoKSbonel was seated in aji artt^-chair by her b^odm fire. 

‘•Then vou have not Iwi asleep, ma’amoljscrved 
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‘Mte.-Muff, perceiving that heivmistress had the candles 
. liglitcd and was readmit. 

“ No, I have not felt sleepy this evening. Let Hannah 
•<.‘ome up when I ring next. I should like to sec her.” 


Scarcely had Mrs. Muit regained the kitchen, when tlie 
]>ell rang again, so she sent up Hannah. 

“ All, Hannah, how d’yt; do ? ” said Mrs. Oastonel. 
l‘I am nice!}',' thank you, miss — ma’am,” auswenid 
’‘Hamiahijwho did not stand in half the aw'C of ‘‘Miss 
Oaroliue^that she did of the formidable Mrs. Muff. “I 


am sorry to find you are not well, ma’am.” 

“ I have becii ill, but I am much better. So much bettiM* 
that 1 should have gone dowmstaii-s to-cHiy, had itjiot been 
so damp and chilly.” 

Hannah ue^cr took lier eves oft ^Irs. (‘astonel as she 
spoke ; she w<is thinking ho\< mneh she was changed ; 
apart from her paleness and aspect of ill health. Hrr 
eyes* appeared darker, and there was a look of cfirc in < 
tliem, She wore a cap, aiuhher dark hair was^iearly hidden 
beneuth it. 


“Now, Hannah,” she said, “I hope yon#have made up 
your mind to dolour work w(dl, and help ^Irs, Muff all that 
you can. There isti great deal more work to do hero tlinn 
, there was at iny nude’s.” 

“ Yes, ma’am,” answered Hannah. 

. ‘‘Especially in running up and downstairs you ranst savu 
Mrs. Muff ; your legs a-c younger than hers. Let me see 
M^that voii db, and then I shall Ik? plcascjj^itli you.” 

“i’ll try,”*fj>eateAHannah. Shan T take your cup f<jv 

some Jthoj'd tcsa,"«fram ? ” % 

“ I shbti!^ like was Mr^ Cas^neVs reply; ‘^bht L 
. don-t knb^ tliat T may hhve it. This morningJ^^tjastond 
stiid for ^e, and made me norvotr8,"ancl. ha would - 

noi 
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llanuah stood waiting, iiot knowing wlictlidr to lake tlio 
uiip or not. 

“ Is Mr. Castonol in his study ? ” 

“ If you please, ma’am, which place is that ? ” 

“ TJie front room on the left-hand side, opening opposite 
to the dining-room,” sii.id Mrs. Oastouel. 

“ I don’t think it is there then,’' replied Hannah. “ He 
in the little room where the. liotble^ are, next U.e kitchen. 

1 forget, ma’am, what Mrs. MulT called it,” 

“Oh, i.s h (3 ? Open the door, Uaninih.” 

The girl ohty't'd, uml Mrs. (’ustonel called to him. 
” (Jervasc ! 

He heard her, and came immediately t(» the foot of the 
Blairs. *■ What is it ? " he aske<l. 

■ “ May I have another enp of tea ? ” ' - 

He rati upstairs and ci^ered tint room. ^ “Have 3 'ou 
taken yonr tea already?” he saiil, in accents of surprise 
and displeasure. “ I told 3011 to nait until seven o’ckxdf.” 

“f \v;w< so' lUii*st 3 '. Do savvl may have another cup, 
(ItTvase. 1 am sure it wiM not hurt me.” 

“ Bring up half a cup,” he said to the servant, “ and some 
more hrcad-unil-butier. If yon drink, (Mroline; 3 'ou must 
eat.” 

lluuiiah went downstairs. She procured wdiat was 
wanted and was ctirryiiig it from the kitchen again, when 
Mr, Castonel came out of tlie laboratory, to which it 
appeared he had I'etiirued. 

“ Give it n\e,”*tR<«^iid to Haimnh. “ I will^ike it 
to your mistress.” 

So he proceeded upstairs with the ^little waiter, and 
mnah reinrned to the kitchen. “How i^nch she’s 
alfeercftS«*s exclamation, as ‘she closed the door. 

“ What ^ ” questioned. Mrs. Muff. 

“ ^Vell, ma’am. eh;.* Tiite¥ aUentive, and to' 
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save your legs/* retiiriiod irauiiali. “I iwv 
Owruliue so thoughtfuJ before. I thought it 
her.” 

• 

**Aud that has sur])ris<'d lue, that sIk* sliouiy* 
much lately,” afiSciiLod "Mrs. Muir. TJioug 
uot come to the siwhleiilv. It’s a thiu 

conics i?lth years—or sorrow.” 

Sorrow ! ” eelKH‘d irauiml!. Caroline 

any sorrow.” 

“Not—not that T know of,” somewhat du 
sjxnidod the housekeeper. 

“ Is Mr. Castonol fond of her ^ lh’>03 ho u 

good hiishaiul ? ” asked nafmah, full of wumaj 
on «U(h points. • 

“What sliould hinder liiiii ? ” testily retorted. 

“ lias that—that strange Italy left the pla 
Hannah’s next question. ‘’JSlie that, peopl^^ 
sonfcthing to do with aMr. Castonel.” ' 

What to do with liim ^ ”^vas tin; sharp ..x 
“ Was his cousin, ma’am, or sister-in-tirr, ur 
of that sort,” exjdained Hannah, with a fac® 
to disarm the ungei^of the fastidious Mrs. MuflS'*' '^ ' 

“ I believe she has not left,” was the stiif 
know nothing about her.” 

“ Do you 8UpiK>sc Miss Caroline does ” add 
■ “ Of course she does, all particuhir.s,” i 
Muff, with a peculiar sniff, which she uivariah 
fpj'cing her to an untruth. “But j^liot 
so you may pjit it out of your head, and 
moi'e about it. "^Aud you may begift and waSi] 
things. deserve any 4ea for not c 

I liave a great mind to make him go without/' 
stopping in the street to pla}^’ * 

llaunali was rising to obey, when the bedroom bell rang 
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most vioMitly, and Mr. CastoneJ was Leard burating out of 
the roorniinid calling loudly for assistance. 

Whawyer can be the matter ? ” w'as the terrified ex¬ 
clamation ipf Mrs. Muff. “ Mistress has iiever„ dropped . 
asleep, ar^ofullen off her chair into the fire! Follow me 
upstairs, girl. And that lazy tiger a playing truant I 
Not forimaiiy a year hud the housekeeper flowif'upstairs 
s# quickl^ Hannuh followed more slowly, frfmi a vague 
consoioiisufsa of dread—of what she might see ; the dream 
slie had shuddered al-, being before her miud in vivi<l 
colours. Mrs. (^astonel was in convidsions. 

About the same hoiii*, or a little latiT, Mr. Leicester 
rclurmKl^to his home, having'‘been absent since morning. 
“ Well,” be cheerily said, as he took bis scat by the lire, 
‘••have you any iiow’s ? A wholc^day from the parish seems 
a long absence to me.” , 

J think not,” answered All’s. Leicester. “Except that 
• I went to see Caroline Oa^toncl to-day, anti she is getting 
tui well.” 


“ I am glad lo hear it. ' Is she <pu't(* out of danger ? ” 

“ Complotelyiso.” 

“She told jnamma that she should 1^ at church-on 
Sunday,” added Klleu. 

“ Yes, hut I told her that would be imprudent,” re- 
tuvnetl Atrs. rjcicestir. “Ifowevcr, she will soon be well 
now.” * « 

At that moment the ciuirch bell rang out with its three 


times two, denoting;,the recent departure of a |ioul. The^^ 
church, situated at Mie end of the village strm>t, w-as imme¬ 


diately opposite the jjarsonage, the maiif road ^ dividing 
them.- liie sound struo^ upon their ears loud and full*; 
very solemnly in the stillness of tlie winter's zii^% •: 

Consternation fell ujwn ell. No ond was in the. 
village—at IcuSt, ill enough foe d<^thr '^Couid-^'MBtdr--;foi 
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tlicy lijii'W, by tlic strokfs, it was not a lual.,’—li.u'r b>'cii 
• cRllod ^way suddi'nly ? 

“ Tbu passing-boll ! *’ utLorod tho reotor, ri'^ing from his 
• scat in agitation. “And I Lo )iaM‘ boon absent! lb?N'c I 
been summoned out ? ” ho liiiiTiedIv askctl of Mrs. Leicester. 

“No; I assure you, no. Not. any one has been for you. 
Ncijihei^iiivc wo heard of any illness.” 

• Afr. Leicester tonohod the bell-rop(j at his elbow. 
maid-servant answered it. IJonjamin vas attending io his 
horse. “.Step <n(T,”said the reetor, “and in<|uiie who is 
(h-ad.” 

She departed. ounj)le of ininntes.at the ino.'^t would 
SCO her back again, .J'hoylTliiid all risen fiaun lAieir seats, 

a reverent* aititndc. 

'ioU. A 11TK.1-1 y. iii.ii' W'fi*. oil-} ri‘tnt’ii4‘i} 






i$;puti^iuckfy now. 'riiogirl rctiirncd, 

.■ c* 

■* ' 

ssjtjg’roli, /jjYioj .Mrs. 1 ! ” 


. 4 s , W < »• r - 

-^bvtnind 

' C^Wtu[)!jeFTjico:do^^ a .straiigr' ^-hill and de)iret,M'oii of 
spirits, for wdncli he could not anionnt, \tlion ho .'>^b [>[?fd 
into tlio chariot Ui^t w'as to convoy him to ifr. (’astom I’s. 

^Irs. Chavassc and Frances (rame into tin; paivonage. 
Ostensibly for the purpose of inviting lihlon to spetjd the 
following day with tjiojn: in reality to si-c the funeral. 
They had not long to wait. 

The undertaker came lir.st in lialhand and scarf, and iheu 
. ^tho black-clj^iriot containing the Uiyfl’diid Mr. licice^b r. 
Before the h5urs<^ w'alked fci.v carriers, and the moitrning- 
SiOfiiih came last^ lo was a plain, qifict funeral. 

It dre^^ up at the chureliyankgatc, in full vic^v of the 
parsonage w'innows, all of which laid their blinds ch^sely 
drawn. But they managed tf> jKjcfi behind the blinds. 

The rector stepped out first, and Btof^l waiting at tho 
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church door in his officiating dress, his book open in his 
hands. There was some little delay in getting the bunion 
from the hearse, but at length the carriers had it on their 
shonldcrs, and bore it up the path with measured, even 
Bte|)S, themselves nearly hidden by the pall. Mr. Casfoucl 
followed, his handkerchief to his face, lie betrayed at that 
moment no outward sign of emotion, ))ut his face cf^iild not 
lu^/e been exceeded in whiteruhs by tliat of his dfciid wife. • 

“ Oh! ” s[»d Ellen,sljivering, and turning from the light, 
as blic burst into tuiirs, “ wliat a dreadful S('qiiel it is to the 
day when he last got out of a earritige at the ohurchyard- 
gate, and slic was with lihn, in lior gay liapjeness! Poor 
Air. Oastoju3l, how ho must net^d e.onsolation I 


“ Tt is notliing of a fiiiural, afteu’ all,” said Airs. Chavassc, 
dikonteiitcdly; ‘‘no ])all-lH!arerj^ no unites,*'no anything. 
1 wonder ho did not have a Ijtth? more fuss amir ceremony! ” 
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CHAPTER III. 

KI.LKN I.KIPKSTI^H. 

The hot day had nearly passed, arnl llie sun, apj)roachin,i( 
its setting, tljrew the leiigllaujiiig sluuki of the tr(‘es across 
tlie garden of ]\rrs. Chavass(‘. The large wiijlovv of a 
pleasant rooti^opeiied on to it; and in this room stood a 
fair, graceful girl, with oift} pf the loveliest fanes (;ver seen 
in Ebury. Her dark l)lii(i eyesi were hiMit ou the ground : 
as well they might he ; the r<'se of hei' cheek had dt'Opened ^ 
•to Crimson . as well it might d(<; for a geiithvuau’s arm had 
fondly eiieireled her ^^aistlJ•a!)4 Ids lips liad [mshed aside the 
cluster of soft hair, and were, rendoring that daimisk still 
deeper. Ahis tjiat her whole attitude, as she stood there, 
should tell of sueli/apturous lia]>piness ! 

Neither was an inhabitant of tliat house ; both had come 
in to pay an evening visit, and the young lady had thjwn 
oft* her bonnet and lurntle. It maybe tlial these visits were 
uccidental; but, if so, they took ])Iace nearly every ev(ining. 
It happened that Mrs. and Miss Chavasse on this occasion 
-were out, butoTiVerec\pointed to enter eV-fy minute ; so, being 
alone, they 'v^ere iinproviiig the time. 

. And this from 1^1iss Leicester, the onrefully brought-up 
daughter4>f the Rector of Ebury’! That she should repose 
(j[uietly in the embrace of tliat man without ati empting to 
withdraw from it I 'Ses ; and hds caused many to do 
asi much. Rut oh, that the deep, ardent alfection, of which 
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IClluii Lci(5cster was so einiuently capable, had been directed 
into any Other channel than the one it had irrcyocabfy 
entered upon! 

For he who stood beside, her was Oervase Castoncl. It • 
was not that he had once been married, but it wa.s that there 
were some who deemed him a batl man, a mysterious man, 
with his sinister expression of fae^', wlien he did nof carg to 
chtek it, and his covert wavs. AVhy should he h i ve cast bis 
coils round Ellen Luicc.-ior ? \vl»} have striven'to gain Arjf 
love, wlicii there wen; so many others whose weleoiiKj to him 
would hav(‘ cairied wiili it no allov ? It would almost seem 
that Mr Castouel \vcnt by lh>; rules of contrary, as the 
i;]iildrcn miy iti tlmir play. 'I7ie only j»ersous into whose 
houses ho*had not been ro«*eive«l, and who had both taken 


so^alrange and iiucouquorable adblike to him* An’re the late 
Mr. 'Wiiiiiiugton and the 1(/L;vcrcii<l (’hristoplfor Eoicoster. 
Yet he had chosen his first wife in ilu; niece of the first, and 
"it seemed lik(‘l)' (to us who arc in the secret) that he "was^ 
seekiui; a se(!oml in the dau^jlit'r of the latter. 8trang(' 
that he should have been able* to do bis w'ork so effeetuallv ; 
that Ellen Leicester, so good and dutiful, should have been 
won over to a |*fission for him little shorjj^of infatuation, and 
that it should have been kept so secret from the whole 
world! Kever was there a man who could go more 
mysteriously to work .Uaii (lervase Ci^stonel. 

“ You speak of a second marriage, Ellen, my love,” hu 
W’HS saying, “ hut how often have 1 told you that this 
■ scarcely applies t(T 4Vere it that I had Ijj^ed with her. 
veal’s of happiness, or that 1 had loved Jicr,1^hcn your*ob¬ 
jections miglit have reason. J rejicat to yoif, however miieU 
> oil may despise me for itf that 1 inarried her, q^ring only 
lor you. Before I was awake to my owm sensations, I had 
gone too far to retraist; I had^isked for her of old Winning- 
ton, and in honour I was, obliged to keep to my hasty 
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ciiirau"( Tin'iit, l'"v('n in onv oarly iuiirri>Ju<' ilayx, I know th:it 
J*li)Vod hut'yon ; sit * or wukiujr, it- wns yon» who wort* 
lirusent lo me. Oh, Ellen! you inny (ievo and refuse 
to lovo liie, Ijiii in mercy say it not,” 

There was honey in tin: words of ifr. O-astonel, there was 
/^nvater honey in Ids tones, and Kllon Ia‘io<'sb(‘r’.s In-art heat 
more rs^idly w ithin lier. S/ic dishelievo asserted liy 

luin ! • 

. *• Ellen, •yon jiidu;(; wronjjly,” was hi.-i reply, as sin; 
whi^[)en«l soinetliiii'^’ in his ear. “ It/.s a duty s(nneliiaes 
to leave lather and nit‘tlier.” 

“ lJut not disobediently, not wilfully. And I kiunv that 
they would nevf’^r eonseiil. "Von know it also, Ogi’vase*.” 

“ Afy darlini? Ellen, this is nonsense. Siippo-fi I w((re to 
yield to y<,m^ sernples, atnl marry miotljer in inv ani'^r ? 
What then, illl.'ji ‘ “ 

‘‘ r think it w»mld kill me I 'Vsho munmina]. 

, ‘-And beemise Afr. and Mrs. Ec'icester have taken atP 
unjust prcjinli(;e against i^*, l*}>th oiir lives are to be rendered 
miserable ! M'onld that be jiisiie»- ? Siijipose 3'on were my 
wife ; ilo siij>{)Osc it, only for a moment,* Ellen ; .sni>pose 
Lliat wo were ii'revocably united, wo should then not liave 
eou.s<-iit to ask, bnl ftn’giveiiess.” 

►She looked earnestly at him, and as his true meuning 
eaine across her, the juild e.xpression of her de(‘p blue eyes 
.gave place to terror. 

“Oil, (lervase,” slic implored, clasiang his arm in agita¬ 
tion, “ ncyer^suy that again I A.s yoj^ vaTue my jK-aoc here* 
and hercaft(!l, do not tempt nuj to disobedience. I inisluok 
j'onr meaning, MiJ [ not ? ” she eoiitinued, in I'Upid tones of 
terror, ‘^jervaso, T say, did 1 i4>t mistake yon ? ” 

He felt that be bad been too laisty ; the right time had 
not come. But it would Come f fw never did Oervasc 
Oastonel set his will upon a thing that he loft unfulfilled. 
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AfisH Chavasse eii&rodf Ellen Leicester wag in the gardeb 
tiien: she''had glided ont on hearing her appro^hj, Aiid" 
Mr. Oastonel wjis seated back in an armchair, intent upon 


a newspaper. , 

‘‘Oh," exclaimed Frances, “ I am sorry we should Imve • 
been out. 1 am sure wc arc obliged to you for waiting for 
us, Mr. Oastonel." 

^ I have not waited long ; Inil if 1 had waited the. whole 
evening I should be amply rcpiifl now.” He b^oke softly., 
and impressively, as lie detained her hand in his: and from 
his manner, tlum, it might well liuvc been tbonght that he 
intended Frances Oiiavassc for his wife; at least, it never 
could hav^- been believed that ICe was so ardently pursuing 
anolUer, * 

And Ellen Leicester is lierej " added Frances; “for 
tliat’s her bonnet. Have yon skn her ? ” 

“Who? Miss Leijcostor Yes, I believe IdiJ see her. 
•Rut I was so engaged with this pjipor. Here is somejin-, 
tcresting medical evidence in 

“ Is there ? ” Rut at that moment Ellen Leicester came 
to the window. t“ How long* have you been here ? ” asked 
Frances. • , 

“ About an hour," was Miss Tieicester’s answer. 

“What an awful girl for truth that is!" was the angry 
mental comment of Mr. Castonel. ^ * 

“1 must say you have proved yourselves sociable com-, 
panions," remarked Fnxnces. “ You mope in the garden, 

* Ellen, and Mr, Cifetti^el bores over on old newspaper i Let 
us have a song.” c . 

Ifow Mr. Castonel hated singing, but ^rdneCs ^t doii^' 
to the piano, and he was^ picked to stand behi^^ Sef had 
clasp the band of plen Leicester.* Yet Fran<^^had she 
Ixjen asked, would hhve tsaid Mr. Castoners a&fion Irw 
given to! hcraelf; ay, and glori^ in saying iti for she lilted 
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the man, apd'wonlcl have had no. ofijection to becoming his 
j^ebnd Wife. It mAy be that'she was scheming for it. 
Thus ^hey remained until the nigiit eamc on, and the moon 
‘was up. Francos, never tircHl of displaying her rich voice, 
and Ellon lioicestcr content to stand hy his side, hswl the 
standing, lasted for ever. Moonlight music and meetings 
are dangerous things. 

, 51 servant came for Ellen Leicester, and Mr. f^astonel 
^walked home with her. They went not the front way, but 
tlirongh the lane, which broiiglit ihoin to the back-door of 
the rectory. Was it that Ellen shrank from going openly, 
lest her. parents might sec from the windows that J\Ir. 
Castoiiel was her conipanivri ? He lingered with her for a 
few monaents at the gate, and when she entered she fonud 
her mother atone : the rector was out. To her it had Imcti 
a delicious walk, and slio felt that life would bo indeed a 
blank, if not shared with GervW Ca^toncl. 

. Ellen had been invited to spend the next evening will* 
Miss Chavasse, as was jj^frequent occurrcitce, and it was 
chiefly in these evening mceting'fe that her love liad grown 
up and ripened. Mr. Oastondl was ever welcome visitor 
to Mrs. Chava^e, and Frances had laughed^ and talked, and 
flirted with him, Until a wanner feeling had arisen in her 
heart. Ho had all the practice of Ehnry, being its only 
resident medical man, so in a pecuniary iK)int of view he 
^ was a desirable match for Frances. Jnttle deemed they that 
Ellen Leicester was his attraction. A tacit sort of rivalry 
with Ellen existed in the mind of Frapoes : she thought of. 
her as n' riral in beauty, a rival in position, a rival in the 
favour df Ebiwy.’ But she was rej^ly fond of Ellen, always 
’ anxious to have her by her side, and it never once entered 
into her Irain that Mf. Oaltonel, who was under cold dis- 
,.pleasure"at the rectory, shouJd seseje t^e fav<mr of Ellen. 

.Again went Ellon that evening to tW house of Mrs. 
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Chavasse, and again went Mr, Castonel. They, tlio three, 
passed it in the garden, a large rambling place, nearly ! 4 S 
full of weeds as of flowers. They roamed about the different 
walks, they sat on the benches ; Mr. Oastonel’s attention , 
being given chiefly to Frances, not to Ellen, his custom 
wliou w ith both. Francos possessed her mother’s old talent 
for flirtation, and Mr. Oastonel wns nothing loth to^’sxercise 
it., And so the evening passed, and the summer moon fbsc 
in its course. 

“ Oh ! ” suddenly cried Francos, as they w'ero returning to 
the house, “ I have forgottoa the hay-leaves luumma told me 
to gather. Now J nmst gp back all down to the end of tlie 
garden.” 

She prrSiably thoiiglit Mr. Castonel would follow her. 
lU did not do so. He Inrucd to Ellen Leicester, and 

•9 

drawing her amongst the sheltering trees, clasped her to 
him. 

I 

c ”1 shall wish you good night now, my darling,”..he 
murmured, “ this moment is too nrecioiis to be lost. Ob, 
Llleii! ar(^ things to go oif like this for ever ? It is true 
these evening meetings are a hoiisolatioii to us, for they arc 
s}>ont in the presence of each other, but the hours which 
ought to be yours, and yours only, are thrown away in idle 
iionstMise witli Friiuc.es Chavasse. Oh, that we had indeed 
a right to be together and alone 1 When is that time to 
come ^~~for com if f 'llcn. When tw'o people love as 
we do, and no justiflable imiiediment exists to its being 
,legally ratified, tki^atificatioii will take place sooner or 
later. Thiuk of tbi^ lie munmired, rehictaiily releasing 
her as the steps of IMiss ffliavasse w^ere heaW drawing near. 

“ I expected you were in the house by this time,” she ’ 
exelai mod breathlessly, and ydn arfi only where f left you.” 

“ We waited for yoi^^ ’ .^lid (Aistoucl. 

” Very considerate of you! ” was the reply of France, 
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spoken in a tone of pique. She }iad expected Mr. Caatoud 
t(i follow her. 

They*walked on towards the house, ]Mr. Castonel giving 
his arm to Frances. Talking w’as heard in the drawing- 
room, and they recognized the voice of Mr. Leicester. 

“I will, go round hero,” said Mr. (-ustoiiel, indicating a 
path wlitch led to a side gate. “ If I enter, they will keejj 
iiip Talking ; and I have a patient to see.” ^ 

. He extended a hand to each, as he spoke, by way of 
farewell, but Frances turned along the path with him, 
Ellon sat down on a garden-ehair and waited. The voices 
from the house came distinctly to Jicr car in the quiet night. 

“They will be in directly,” Mi*s. Chavasse was saying. 

“ !Mr. Castonel is with them. He and Frances grow greater 
friends than dVer.” ' • 

“ Bcw'arc of that friendship,” interrnpted Mr. Leicester. 

“ It may lead to something moA.” 

. ‘iWbafc if it should ? ” asked Mi's. Chavasse. • 

The rector paused, as if^in surprise. “ 1)5 I understand 
you rightly, Mrs. Chav.asse—that you would suffer Frauces 
to become his wife ? ” • 

“ Who is goiiTg to mari'y Frances ? ” iuquired Mr. Ghavtissc, 
entering, and hcaiing the last words. 

“ Nobody,” answ’ered his wife. “ W^c w'ere siwculatiiig on 
Mr. Castoners attention to her becoming more pointed. 
,I’ni sure any one migVt be jiroud to have him : he must he 
making a large income.” 

“My qbjection to Mr. Castonel to his character,”, 
rctumed tke clergyman. “ He is bad man, living an 
^ irregular life. • ^be w'orld may enji it gallantry; I call it 

“ You allude to that* mysterious girl who followed him 
down hero,” said Mrs. Chavasse. *“ '55pu know what lie told 
Mr. Wmnington—that it was a relation, a lady of family 
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and character. Of course it is singular, her liying on here t 
in the vmj she does, but it maybe quite right, for all thafc.”^ , 

“ I saw him stealmg off there last night, as I caih^tome,” 
ol>aerved tlic rector. “But I do not allude oiily to that/i 
There arc other things 1 could tell you of; some that 
happened during the lifetime of his wife.” . " 

“ Then I tell you what,” interrupted Mr. Chavawe, in his 
bhiff, hearty manner, “ a man of that sort slionld never hqvo^ 
a daughter of mine. So mind what you and •Frances ar,o 
about, Mrs. (7havassc.” 

“ That's just like ptipa,” Avhispcred Francos, who had 
returned to Ellen lj(uce»ter. “ Speaking fiercely one minute, 
eating his’Words thfi next. Mamma alwayi^ turns him round 
her little linger.” 

•“ As you value your daughter’s happiness, keep her from ” 
Mr. Oastonel,” resumed the clergyman. “ I doubt him in 
jiioro ways than one.’’ • 

^ “ Do listen to your papa, Ellen,” again whispered Frances.. 

How prejudujod he is against Mr. Ctistonel.” 

“ My dear father is prejHidfcecl against him,” was Ellen’s 
thought.. “He^says he met*him stealing off to her house 
last night—if he only knew that he was stealing back from 
taking me hom51 ” 

Ellen was mistaken. Tt was later in the evening that - 
Ihe rector had met Mr. Oastonel. 

“Must I give him up I ’’ slie went dn, in mental anguish. 

It will cost me the greatest of all earthly misery : ^rhaps* 

^ even my life. Bqt I cannot have the curse 6f disobedience 
on my soul. I inusb,'\)[ iviU give him up,” ‘ 

Ah, Ellen Leicester 1 yon little kuov how ‘ such good, 
resolution^ fwi when am is present with you to corabktV 
them! However, cherish ^ouf intention for the ^ftfese nt, if f 
you will. It will come to the ^me in the'enilv ' 

“Ellen,” Frances continued to whi^r^^*'what i» it that 
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prejudices your papa against J^r; Caatonel ? Caroline told 
mp lierseU, after Kor marriage; that that person ’syaa a rela¬ 
tive of !iis, one almost like a sister. Yon heard lier say so.” 

Ellen t/cioester did not answer, and Frances turned 
towawls her. It may have been the ell’etit of the moonlight, 
hut her face looked cold and white as the snow' in winter. 


was a fine evening in October. Mr. Castonel hjj-d 
dined, and tlie tiger lighted the liunp and placed it, with 
the port wine, on the table before him. Mr. Castonel was 
particularly fond of a glass of good port; but he l(‘t it 
remain untouched on this day, for,ho was buried in thought. 
He was a slight-made man, imitlier handsome nor plain, and 
hrs unfathomable grey eyes never looked you i it the face. 
He rang tl\,e hell, and the tiger answered it. • 

“Send M^s. Muff to me.- And, John, don’t leave the 
house. 1 shall want you.” • 

housekeeper came in, closed *tlie door, and came, 
towards him. He was then pouring out his first glass of 

wine. ^ • 

*.*Muff,”hc began, ‘Hhcre’s*a small, bkek portmanteau 
somewhere about the bouse. A hand-portmanteau.” 

“ Yes, sir. It is in the closet by John’s room.” 

Get it out, and put a week’s change of linen into it. 
Bid the kilor send home some new clothes to-day ? ” 

« He did, sir, and*I ordered Hannah to take them up- 
' stairs.” • 

“They bust be put in. And rny^ shaving-tackle, and; 
sneh thiuj^* I am going out for a few days.” 

^ilrs. Muff Vd§ thunderstruck. She had never known 
‘it/ Caskriel to leave Ebury since he W, Mfctled iU it, 

; excepting^6n the ocewion of*hi8 fuarriage. 

L ■ “ You haye ‘given me a fipipriw, sir,” she Said, ‘‘but I’ll 
see to tlEe things. ' Bo you want them for to-moirow ? ” 
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** For this eveuing.” * 

Mrs. Ifuff thought her cars mufib have deceived l«)r. * 
The last coach for the distant railway station fiad left. 
Uesides, she had heard Mr. Castoncl make an appointment, 
in Ebiiry for the following day at twelve. “ This evening, 
sir ! ” she repeated. “ The coaches have all gone. The 
liist drove by as John was bringing out the dinner4ray.** . 

“For this evening,” repeated Mr, Castonel, wittiput 
further comment. “In half an hour’s time.* And, Muff, 
you must get the house cleaned and pub thoroughly in 
order whilst I am away. Let the dressing-room adjoining 
my bcd-chamher be made ready for use, the sccnt-bottles 
un<l trumpery put du the dressing-table, as*it was iu—in the 
time of firs. Castoncl.” 

„ 'J’his was the climax. oSklrs. Muff’s speech ‘failed her. 

“This is Tuesday. I intend to be home on Monday next. 

T shall probably bring a-"-a person—a companion home 
^ with me.” 

“ A what, jfir ? ” demanded Mrs. Muff. 

“ A friend will accompany‘hici 1 siiy.” 

“ Very well, sir. Which room shall I get ready ? ” . 

“ Room 1 \^^hat for ? ” o 

Mrs. Muff was growing bewildered.* “ I thought you 
said a gonilenmn was returning with you, sir, I asked 
which bed-chamber I should prepare for him.” 

“My own.” ^ 

“ Certainly, sir,” answered the liousekeeixjr, hesitatingly. 
“And in that .ease, which room shall I prepare for 
'yon?” % V 

iMr. Cjistonel laughed; such a strange laugh, “ I will 
bell you then,” he replied. “ You must also send for the' 
gardener, and get the gjJrdcn done up. Send^«-morrow 
morning, and let him begin. ^John can help him : he will 
not have much lo do whilst I am away.” 
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“ Except mischief,” jvlded tlic housekeeper, “ Dl keep 
• him to it, sir.” 

” An(f, MufT, if ftuy one coinca after me to-night, no 
•matter who, or how late, say I have gone to an urgent cast; 
in the country, and soiicl tlicin to Afr. Iliee. You re- 
, member, now, uo ttudlcr v'ko. Yon may tell the whole town 
to-moiTQ^’, and the dunce besnlos, for all it can signify then.” 

“’roll w'hut, sir?” 

. “That I have gone out for a week’s holiday.” 

Mrs. ]\ruflr witlidrew, ntt(,‘rly stupeiied. She thought that 
she was ))eside Iiei’self, or that ]\rr. Castonel w'as. 

That same evening, not very lung after the above inter- 
\ icw, Ellen liuicflstci*, attendc<l hy a maid, left her home, 
for she Imd ]>romised to take tea with Mrs. (•liiivnssc. In 
passing a loiicty part of the road, wln^re the way hrjundnsd 
off to the railroad, they caino upon Mr. (lastonel. Jle 
sliook hands with Miss Leiees^T, anjl gave her his arm, 
paying that he was also l)ound for Mrs. Chavasse’s, ” I will 
lake charge of you now,”J[»e added ; ‘•'you neCd not tronhle 
your maid to come any further.”* 

“Very tnie,” murmured El leu.—“Mai^ha,” she said, 
turning to the Servant, “ if you would like two or three 
hours to yourself to-night, yon may have them. Perhaps 
you would like to go homo and sec your mother.” 

The girl thanked her, and dei)arted cheerfully towards 
the village. Could she have peered beyond a turning in 

■ the way, she might have seen a post-carriage dKiwji up, 

■ evidently waiting for travellers. • 

The tim^iFent on to nine. The lector and his wife sat 
over the lire, Unf former shivering^ for ho had caught a 
Violent cdd. “I suppose you have some nitre in the 
house ? ” ne suddenly ol>sorv^l. 

“Really—I fear not,” angwerej Leicester. “But 
I citn'fietfd for some. Will you touch.the bell? ” 


‘ nrLfSlOii 
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“Is.Benjamin in?” demanded Mr$. Leicester of the 

inaid.who answered! it. ; ' ^ , 

“ No, ma'am. Master said he was to go ^d see how 
Thomas Shipley was, and he is gone.” 

“Then tell Martha to put her bonnet on. She must 
fetch some nitre.” 

“ Martha is not come in, ma'am, since she went out to 
taJce Miss Leicester.” 

“ No 1 ” uttered Mrs. Leicester, in siirpridb, “ Why, 
that was at six o’clock. I wonder what is detaining her ? ” 

. Benjamin came in, and was sent for the nitre, and soon 
Martlia’s voice was licard in the kitchen. Mrs. Leicester 
ordered her in. *' " 

“ MarlSia, what do you mean by staying out without 
Ivjnve ? ” * 

“ Bctey has been on at me about it in the kitchen,” was 
the girl’s reply. “But it* is i\lis8 Ellen's fault, ma’am, 
c She told me I might have a few Iiours for myself.” 

“ When did'she tell you that ? ”■ demanded Mrs, Leicest 
doubting if Ellen had sakrit. 

“ Whoii we came to Piebald-corner, ma’am.' Mr. CastOnel 
was standing tl^pre, and he said he would s^ Miss Ellen safe 
to IMm. Chavasse’s, and it was then she told me.” 

The rector looked up, anger on his face. 

“ Did you leave her with Mr. Castouel ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, I did.” 

“Then understand, Martha, for the future. If you go 
out to, attend Miss Leicester, i/ou are Jo atfoiiA lm. You 
have done wrong, if is not seemly for Miss J^ccster to be 
abroad in the evening without one of her oWtr attendants.” , 

“Now this finish^Jt,” he wntinued, Wisiis wife, as 
the girl withdrew, I^en sliaU not go fch^ if^ain unless 
you arc with her. Cjastenel f Mow dar^. hef 1 
would rotUey EUeu made a compaftiou of 4e pooiest and 
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* lowest pciwtt in the ' AacV should Ihci’o Ik; any 

. enlargement growing up between him and FraiimiiS, I will 

not have Ellen there to countenance it with her presence/’ 

* “Poor Mr. Winnington i)vejiidiccd yon against Mr. 
Castonel,” ot)served Mrs. Leicester. ** I do not admire or 
like him, hut I think less ill of him than you do. PcTluqiK 
J^’rancos might do worse.” 

ILlie clergyman turned his he-ad and looked at her. 

^\'ill ask yoE a home question, Susan. Would you care to 
see him marry Ellen ? ” 

Oh nr), no 1 ” and Mrs. lieiccster almost shuddered as 
she s]X)kc. “ Not for worlds ! ” . 

“ Yet you would see him the hhshand of h'rauccs 
Chavasse ; your early friend’s child! ” • 

Mrs. Leiec^r hesitated^before she spoke. “ It is that* I 
hope to see Ellon the w'ife of a religions man, a good man, 
and I fear Mrs. (!huvasse doesnftt consjder that for Prances. 
*She> thinks of social fitness, of position, of Mr. Castonel’s , 
being in favour with t^e^ world. But Ellfln—no, no, I 
trust never to see her the wiffi of such a man ba Mr. 
Castonel.” • • 

The ministertiovered his face with his hands. ** I wonld^ 
rather read the butial service over her.” 

* When Benjamin returned, he was despatched for Miss 
lieicester, and told to hasten. But he came back and said 
/Vliss Leicester was not there. 

“ Not there I ” exclaimed the rector. “ Why, where have 

* you been, jfot her ? I told yon to go to Mrs. Chavasse’s.” 

, *t Tbat’s^fWo I have been, sir.” • 

“ Then yon ha^e made some stii^id blander. iShe must 

^l)ethefe.”p ^ 

“ “I don’t ttok I made*any blunder, sir,” returned 
Benjamin, who Vaa a simple'^speakjpg gian of forty. When 
I <iold'*^w IW pome' for Misfcj Sden, one of their maida 
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joked aud said then I had come to the wrong house, but ‘ 
she took^in the message, and Mrs. Chavasse came out«.to 
me. She said as they had expected Miss Ellen to tea, and 
waited for her, but she did not come.” 

Nothing could exceed the indignation of the rector. 
Where was Ellen ? Where could she l)c gone ? Was it 
possible that Mr. Oastone.l had ^Kii’suadcd her to go visiting 
apywhcrc else ? In spite of his wife’s rctnonstramjcs, who 
assured him he was too ill U) venture forth^ and would 
catch his death, he turned out in sciirch of her ; and Mrs. 
Leicester, worried and angry, laid all the blame upon 
Martha, who immediately, began to cry her eyes out. 

Roforc noon the' next day, Ebiiry was 'ringing with the 
t'lupcmeift of Mr. Oastoncl and Ellen Leicester. 
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^Iii. Mrs. Ciisfc(3nc*l returned to Kluiry, and the whole 
Hlaee flocked to pay them the weddin;^ visit. Tlie dis¬ 
obedience of Ellen Leicester was iio bii^siiiesH of tlieirs, that 
they .sliould mark tlioir sense'of it. And Ellen—4^ad it not 
been for the recollection of lior oflVnded j)arent^ and the 
nnjnstiflabte part she had iieted—how snj)i‘cinc, how inteiTse 
would have l)een her happiness ! lltT wliolc existence lay 
ill lier husband ; she eoiild see no fault in him ; and eould 
.tliey thou liave tasted of the Tree of Life, so that the* 
present miglit be for even, iln^iniLdit have given up all wisli 
of a In ivafter. Amongst the visitors went Mrs. ami J\lisH 
ChaYa.ssc ; and, whatever morfilication might have been in 
tlieir boarts, it* was not siiffereil to a[ipc‘j*r; that won* i 
^ 4 ^(xhave done. *So Mrs. C’havasse contented licrself di 
' elsewhere, the somewhat faded furniture,^' ami 
fate that daughter had not been taken to a 
0 carelessly appointed. 

|ths went i>y, and how felt Ellem Castonel ? Why, 
its,of juT conduct were l»egi^mj(*to come home to* 
die ifld received the forgiveness of her [lareuts, for 
he wx*ut*to*thcm in pra^ and penitence, and knelt 
father’s feet, the^minjKter,tliongli he strove hard to 
her away, accordipg to his resolution, yet he was 
led in health, enfeebllM bywowow, and it ended in 
lling on her nefck with sobs of agony, and forgiving 
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licr. lb li:wl been well could he as easily liaVc forgotten. 

In these few months "ftc had become a bowed, broken man. 

# , * 

Ills hair had changed from btown to grey, and* it was 
rnmonred that he had never since enjoyed a'wlwlo night’s 
rest. Could this fail to tell on Ellen ? who, excepting that 
Olio strange, and unaccountable act, had always, been a 
gentle, loving, obedient dauglitcr. She watched 4: all, and 
knew that it had been her work. Moreover, there Were 
arising, within her, doubts of Air. Oastonel -?whetliGr he 
was the idol she had taken him to be. She was also in 
bad health, and sulTorcd mudi. She looked worn, haggard, 
wretclied ? curious comments on wliich went about Ebury ; 
and the jicople all agreed that .Mrs. Castcincl did not seem 
to ro])osif on a hod of roses. 

. “ There’s a row upstairs,” exclaimed the tiger to 
one day in April. “Missis is.s 6 bl)ing and crying biw 
full, and master has been atldowing of her up.” 

“How do you know ? Where arc they ?” said HaniJ 
“ In the dmwing-room. I went up to ask what mec] 
uas k) go out, but they word t 5 o*busy to see me. I 
niaster a roaring as I went .up the stairs, like he roai 
gakf' Dearly frightened my skir off me. I 
ling aboht missis going so much, to the parsoi 

Shi 




‘ wasn’t, 

„ p . * sofa, a sobbing and moaning awful.” 

^/vou must have peeped in,” cried Har, 
“I^course ^ 

fy \ WoiUda’tyon? Oh dear, bo,. 

1' iw ingt cr to down then, a'^i^ng o 

Ann”) ’*Kwhat he’d said in^his passloi 

lii«i it would do her ultknowu 1 

to the paJkonage tins, ^ying. that h^d tak 

.t with her—and aKS) the 
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“What is tliat yon are«i.ying?” sharply dcmaiulf'd Mrs. 
AhilF, putting her head into the kitchen. , 

“ J was a tolling ITannahshtM best sew tbul there hnltoii 
on my best lively trousers, what came oil ’em last Sumhvy, or 
slieM get her nook wrung,” aiiswerod the lad, vaulting away. 

Whether the tiger’s information w’as correct, and thiit 
cxcitoinijut was likely to have an injurious effect upon Mrs. 
(.^wtonel, certaiu it is, that the following day she ivjw 
seized witlvillness. The nature of it was such as to destroy 
Ihc hope that had spning up in her heart, and precisely 
similar to that which had preceded the death of the first 
Mrs. Castoiiel. . , 

“What an extraordinary.thing ! ” hried Mrs. Chavasso, 
when the news reached her; “ it looks like futalityS Caroline 
had been sjx«ionths married when she fell ill; and now>in 
like manner,,Ellen falls ilf! * 1 hope she will not follow her 
fate out to the last, and die of it.” 

“ For the matter of that, we never knew what the first. 
Mrs. Castonel did die of,” returned Mrs. Mijor Acre*, wlio 
was sitting there. “ She was*reeovering from her sickness; 
indeed, it may be said that sho had rec6vei;pd from it; and 
she wctit off suddenly one evening, nobody knew with what.” 

“ Mr. Castonel said it was perfectly satisfactory to mcdicsal 
men," said Mrs. Chavasse. “ There are so many dangerous 
tricks and turns of maladies, you kuow, only clear to 
theUBSelvc'S,” . • 

For several days Ellen Castonel was very ill, Not, perhaps, 
in absolute danger,' but sufficiently near K to excite appre*, 
hension. ^^Bfen she began to get better. During this time 
nothing cohld^ exceed the affection and kindness of Mr. 
‘Castonel $ his attention was a marvel of ^miration, allowed 
to be so, ^en by Mrs. Leicester. * 

One afternoon, when he ^ dressed and fo the drawing¬ 
room, Mrs. and' Miss Chavasse^ coiled; They ivere the 6rst 
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visitors who had been admitted. Frances offered to remain 
tlic rest of the day, but Mrs. Oliavasse overruled it • Ellen 
was not strong enough, she said, to bear so many hoars’ 
iuecssaiit gossipiug. • 

Mr. Oastoiiol came iu whilst they sat there. lie was iu 
high spirits, laughed and talked, almost flirted with Frances, $ 
as in former days, when she had erroneously deemed he]iad 
a motive iu it. When they h-it, he attended tliem to tlie 
door, gay and attraotive jus ever in the eyes of J‘^ran(;es; and 
she ]H>nd(!ri!d hor.' Ellon could (U'er appear sad with such a 
lmd);uid. Mr. Oaslonel tlu'ii went into las laboratory, where 
he buritid himsolf foy half* an hour. When lie returned up- 
-slairs, EH^'.u was in toais. * 

‘•Dou'fbe angry with me, (lervaao. Tins depression of ^ 
MpVrits will come on, and J cainioUlielp it. 1 feat it is a ba4'^ 
omen.” * , 

Mr. (histone! turned away his liead and coughed. 

• “ iVii omen of what, Ellen ? ” • • 

“ That I shall never rocovtv.” * 

“ You liHVc recovered. Come, come, Ellen, cheer up. I 
thought Ml'S. Ohavasse’s visit had done you good.” 

” List ovenijig, when I sat alone for so many hours, I 
could not help thinking of poor (Caroline.* I wondered what 

it could bo she died of, and-” 

*’ Ellen I” burst forth !Mr. Oastongl, “it is wron^and 
wiedrnd to encourage such absurd thoughts. You asked mo 
the other day, when you were lying ill, what it was she died 

• of, and I osplaindd it. It is not going to ocegr to you.”, ’ 

“ Mo, no,” she ansi^^red, “ 1 am not really iffraid. It is 
only in the quiet evening hours, when I aiu alone, that 
get th(‘SQ foolish fancies. ^If you could be- alwaj» with me; . 
they would not come. Try and stay with me to-night, 
dovvase.” e • ® . 

“ My darling, I have not left you one, evening since you 



THE .SECOND .AIIIS. CASTONME. 


Wfi‘0 ill nutil the lust, aiul then it was iicit byi 
k^iow of nothing to oall mo forth to-night. Should niiy- 
thing arise uiiexpeetcdly, T innst go, as Rice is away. In 
that case, I should toll ^luff to remain with you.” 

She still wept silently. It seoniod that her spirits had 
sunk into a terribly depressed state, and nothing, just then, 
could awuse them. Mr. (\iMtonel stood and looked dowji at 
hQr, his elbow leaning on the inantelpi( <’e. 

. *‘Would*you like Mr. and Mrs. Ijoiccster to come'this 
evening ? ” he asked. 

“Oh ! ” she cried, eliisjjing her hands and half rising from 
her chair, the pallid hue giving phvee to crimson on her lovriy 
face, and the light of o.veitemont rising in Iier sweet hlue, 
eyes—“*011, Gervase, if you would only ask them ? Papa 
h.w never here to remain an evening with me : •he 
would come now. It would' do me more good than every¬ 
thing else. Indeed, I should ii*)t have these fears then.” 

lie went to a table and wrote a brief note, putting it into# 
Jhlcn’s hands to read. It was to tlie effect tRat his wife was 
in low spirits, and jnueh wished "tliem both to come to tea 
and spend the evening with Inn*. 

“Thank yon,•thank you, dearest Gorvasej^” she exclaimed, 

“ you have made me so happy. Oh, papa ! ” 

“ Ellen,” he said, gazing into her eyes, “ confess. You 
love your father better than you do me.” 

“"Toil know the dbntrarv, Gervase. I love him with a 
dilTerent love. I left him for you,” she added, in low, 
almost reproachful tones, as she leanedwforward and hid. 
het face her husband’s arm, “iind people say that it 
is killing him.” • 

The tijmr waa despatched with the note to the paraonage, 
and brought back a verbal ansf^crlihat Mr, and Mrs. I^eicester 
)youId soon follow him. 

They both came, They sat with ERen and h(jr husljatid. 
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Mrs. Leicester made tea; and for once Ellm was happy. 
There appeared to be more sociable feeling between her 
husband and father than she had ever hoped for, and a joyous 
vision flitted across her of time bringing about a thorough ’ 
reconciliation, and of their all being happy together, She 
laughed, she talked, she almost sting; and Mr, *and Mrs. 
Leicester inquired what had become of the depression spoken 
of 'in Mr. OastoneVs note, lie answered pleasantly that 
their presence had scared it away, and that if they did not 
mind the trouble of coming out, it might be well to try the 
experunont again on the following evening; he could sefe it 
was the best medieinp for liis dearest Ellen. They promised 
to do so, fjven Mr. licicester. ’Especially, iie addet}, as ho 
must leave almost directly. 

The glow on Ellon’s face fadedc “ Why leave, papa ? ” 

“ My dear, there is a Vestry meeting to-night, and I must 
attend it. Your mamma cau remain.” 


“ Will you not return when it is over ? ” resumed Elfen, 
Hiixioiisly. 

** No. Jt will not bo over until late. It is likely to be a 
stormy one.” « 

“■ liut you iviU come to-moiTow ? Aud remain longer ? ” 
she feverishly added. * , 

CliUd, I ha\e said so.” 

“ Upon one condition—tliat she does not excite l^^rself 
over it,” interposed Mr. Castonel, affectionately laying his 
hand upon his wife’s. • Add that proviso, sir.” 

‘ “ Oh, if Ellen Is to excite herself, of course ]that wbold 

stop it,” returned the rector, with a smile. TBtfflrst smile! 
. his countenance had worn since her disobedienoei 

Ellen saw it, and her heart rose un in thankfulnesa within 
her. “ Dearest papa,” she whispered, leaning towards him, 
“I will be quite calix. lX will be right in time betw'ccn^ns 
all: T sec it will, I am so bappy ! ” . v { •]/{ 
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At 807011 o’clock they heard the little lieil tinkle out, 
cidliiig ^gether the members of the select vestry; ami Mr. 
Leicester took his departure^ His wife roinaiuod with Ellen, 
]^Ir. Castdiiel also ; nothing called him out; and they spcni, 
a happy, cordial evening together. When she rose to leave, 
Mr. Castonel rang the bell for Mrs. Muff to attend her. Jhj 
wojjld n6t leave Ellon. 

What nonsense I ’’ said Mm. Leicester. “ As if any one 
would run {^ay with me ! I shall be at home in live minutes. 
I need not trouble Mrs. Muff.” 


” It will do Muff good,** said Ellen. She has in vei* 
stiiTcd out since my illness. And thejn, mamma, she thu 
bring buck tlio i^hf^eipt you spoke of.” 

Go(xl ni^t, my dear,” said Mrs. Leicester, stooping to 
kiss her. ** Do you feel better for our visit ? ” 

“ I feel qilifce well, mamma,” was Ellen s jo)’ful answer. 
“ Nothing whatever is the mattJr with mo now'. Only,” she 
added, laughing, “ that T am a little thirsty.” 

“That is soon remcd!icd^”»sajd Afr. Castonel. “I will 
bring you some wine and water, Ellen.” 

“ How thankful I am to see your mistress much better,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Leicester, us she and M»s. Muff walked 


along. ; , 

“Ma’am, you cannot be more tliankful than I am. 1 
hav^^en m}ou thorps ever since she was taken ill. J’oor 
.Aim. Castonel—I mean Aliss Caroline—having been cut 
off suddenly.by the stime illness, was enough to make me 
feffrful.” . 

Poqrl^plino I ’’ sighed Airs. LoiCestcr, with more trutli 
', than cautioui • wish she liad liv^sd.” 

“She"in better off,” was^the^reply of tiic houek;kcei)er. 
“ There is.nbthi^- but crosses and cares for us who are 
iqft. I hope, ma’am, yon And A|r. Leicester wilt come in 
oft«i now* .You. can havc'ub coueeptioh of the effect it 
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has had upon my mistress to-night: she U a thousand 
pounds nearer being well.” „ 

Mrs. Leicester turned to Ivor. “Do you think Mr. 
Ortstpiiel makes her a good husband ? You and I, Mrs. 
Aluff,” she added, in tones which seemed to bespeak apology 
for herself, “knew each other years before this stranger 
ever came near the place, and T speak to you as d would 
iioj to others. lie seems affectionato, kind, but —what do 
yoU'think?” 

“ I cannot aiiswur'you, ma’am,” replied Mi*s. Muff, “I 
wish I could. Before us he is all kiudiiess to her; and 
yet—1 don’t know Avhy it^shoiild bo, hut 1 have my doubts 
of its being sincere.' I force the feeling down, and say to 
myself tl^it I was set against Castoncl at the first, 
throngh the injury ho did my old master.' J had my 
doubts in the same way of his sincerity ‘to his fii'st 
wife. And yob, I don’t nolfioo it in his mannens to other 
^ people.” 

“Docs lie ^0 to SCO that—pciYion now?” asked Mrs. 
liciocster, lowering her voifto. 

“Well, ma’aip, I can’t say. All I know is, that the 
other—servant j)r whatever she may he—who lives with 
h<T, was at our house lately.” 

“ Indeed I ” 

“It was a night or two before my mistress was taken ill. 
There came a quiet knock at the door. John was out, and, 
Hannah was upstairs, turning down the beds, so I answered 
• it myself. She asked for Mr. Castoncl. I did nob know 
her in the dusk, and \Sas about to show her int«(;the studyt 
whore master sees his patients, but it flashed over me who^ 
it was; and I said Mr. Castoncl was not - at lij^erty, and 
shut the door in her face.’^ 

“ Was Mr. Gaston^ at Jiome*? ” 

He was in the drawing-rOom with my mistress. And I 



THE SECOND MllS. CASTOxNEL. 


015 


beliovc must have seen licv from the windows. ft)i' he (‘en\e 
downstairs almost directly, and went out.” 

“ DkI Ellen— did Mrs. Castonil see her! ” brcathles^ly 
imiuired Mrs, Lcicost(‘r. 

“ Ma’am, I have iny doubts she did. Xo sooner w'as IMr. 
Castonel gone, than the drawing-room bell rang, and I went 
up. lUwas for the lam]). "While I wa.s lighting it, my 
luStress said, * Afuff, who was that at the door ? ’ • 

. “That ^ut me in a flutter, bnt I gathered my wils 
together, and answered that it was a person from tlu; new 
shop—for of course I would not tell her the truth.” 

“ * What did they want ? ’ a«k«d my mistress. 

“ ‘jirought the bill, ma’ftfn,’ said I. * For ln<*ki^ the new 
]>copIe had sent in their bill that day. And 1 Wok it out 
of my pockelT, and laid it on the table by her. • 

“ ‘ What eould the person want, walking before the house 
afterwards, and looking up ai^ the yiiidows ? ’ then (pie.s- 
tioned my mistress. 

“ * Quite impossible for to tell, ma’am,* I said ; and 
I won’t deny that the question*took me aback. ‘Perhuiw 
they wanted a little fresh air,* as it’s a waymish night, and 
the street is op'^n just here ? , 

“ Was that all Chat passed ? ” demanded Mrs. Leicester. 

“ That was all. Mr. Castonel was not in for two hours 
afterwards, and I heard him tell my mistress he had been 
. ourto a most difficult case. I’ll be whipped if I beIic^'cd 
him.” 

Is he, ou^ much in an evening ? ” • • 

Very^ften, he used to be, Ixjforcfmy mistress was taken 
^ ill. He is alwa^ ready with an ^\cusc—it’s this patient, 
or it’s th|t patient, that wants him and keeps him. But 1 
never remember Mr. Winnin^on to hjive had these evening 
.calls upon his time.” 

.They retmhed the pai-sonage, and entered it. The house- 
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keeper was to take back the rweipt for some particularly 
nourisbing jelly, which Mrs.. Leicester had.,been .reconi-; 
mending for Ellen. It was not immediately found, and' 
Mrs.’Muff sat with,her in the parlour, talking still, ' Tha 
rector came in from the vestry meeting, and she rose to 
leave. . 

Conscious that she liad remained longer than >^ks aUso- 
lubuly heedful, Mrs. Muff walked briskly homeward. Silo 
bad gained the door, and was feeling in her pocket for the 
latch-key—she possessing one, and Mr, Castonol the other 
—when the door W'jis flung violently open, and the tiger , 
sprang out, for all the wOrld like a real tiger, very nearly 
upsetting JVlrs, Muff, and sending her backwards down the 
stops. * t ' 

'‘You audacious, good-for-nptiung monkey,T” she ex¬ 
claimed, giving him a smart box on the ears." “ You saw 
mo standing there, I sappose, and did it for the purpose.” 

• “ Did I do i^ for the purpose ? ” retorted John. “You' 
just go in and see whcthei; I did K, for the purpose. I’m 
a-going to get the horse, and tear off without saddle or 
briddle for the Ifrst doctor I can fetch. It\ like as if Mr.. 
nice had took ins two days’ holiday just now, a purpose 
not to be in the t,own 1 ” . ^ 

lie rushed round towards the stables, an,d Mrs. Muff 
entered. Hannah met her with a sjiriek and a as 


w'hite as ashes. “ Mrs. Castoncl—oh, Mrs. (?astoneM” was* 
all she cried. , ' . " 

‘ “ Wliat is it 1 asked tlie terrified Mrs. Muff. ; ’ !. . 

“ It is spasms, or convulsions, or somet^jing , 

* sobbed Hannah; “ but Jl!m sure she’s, dying*l i 

just as Miss CaioUne was. ^ I tjm soye she is dyi^l 
Once more, as connected with this, histdiy, cOiit. the ^ 
j)as8ing-bell of Bbur^ And ^Ibeh tie* j^Wtauk^ 

—those who were late, sittejre-,Bp*r:opened:'^h^p.'^i 3 \»^^ 
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strove to learn who had gone to their reckoning, they 
shrank ^from the answer with horror and dismay, • 

. The young, the l)eautifnl, the sc<ron(.l Mrs. Oastonol I ” 
And again a funeral started from the house of the surgeon 
to take its way to the church. But this time it wtis a 
stranger -who occupied the clci‘gymuu*s chariot, Mr, 
Leicester's Uisk was a more painful one; lie followed as 
second mourner, lifuny people were in the churchyard, 
and their 53urio6ity was inUniscly gratified at witnessing 
the violent grief of Mr. Castoiiel.. ^J'lio rcctor^s emotion 
was less conspicuous, Imt his fcehle form wjis bowed, his 
steps tottered, and his grey hair streamed in the wind. On 
the eonclnsioii ftf the cercinony 3Mr. Ciistonel stuped into 
the mourning coach, solomuly to Ijg conveyed hdme again 
at a mourning pace; but rector passed aside and untePetl 
the parsonage. The sextoii, a spare man in a brown wig, 
was shovelling in the earth iijlon Llif! coffin, and shedding 
.tears. He laid carried Ellen many a time over the same 

spot when she was a little chip. 

^ 1 * • 



318 


MR. CASTONEL. 


CHAPTER V. 

■ 

THE SIX GREY POWDERS. - 

A YOUNG and somewhat shy-looking man was making his 
way down the street of a,country village, lie appeared to 
ho a stranger, and'his clerical* coat and .white neckploth 
iM'tokonccPhiB calling. It would seem thiit he was in search 
oft some house he could nob readily find, for he peered 
curiously at several through his spectacles as he passed 
them. As ho neared one, r handsome house with a green 
^ verandah, a cab, painted black, came dashing up, stopped, 
and there desctjiided from it a gentleman and his servant in 
the deepest mourning. The slfrangcr approached'the master 
and courteously ^raised his haA. 

“I beg your pardon,** he said; “can**you obligingly 
point out to me the Rectory ? I understood it to bo 
somewhere here.” 

“At the end of the street, five minutes lower down. 
Opposite the church.’* ’’ ^ ' 

“ T/m end of the street ? ** resumed the stranger, pointing 
.to the way he had been journeying. 

“ I’ll show youwhio^i it is with pleasure,” crie^Ji fine bby 
of fourteen, who appeared to be growing cut of his jacket. 

“ What, is it you, Ai-thur ? ” said the owner of the cab. 
“Where did you spring from ’ 

The young gentleman had sprung from behind the cab, 
but he did not choose to lay so. “ I say, sir,” he exclaipaed, 
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passiDg the question, “ you have not seen mamma anywhere, 
have you ? ’’ 

“ Ni*” 


“ Oh, well, it’s not my fault, She told mo to meet her 
somewhere here as I came homo from school, and she’d take 
me to have my hair cut. Old Hrot»ks did not do it to please 
her last lime, so she stiid she’d <io ami see it done. Now, sir,” 
h« added to the stniuj’cr, “ I’ll show you Mr. Leicester’s,” 

. They wfdked alou" to'sjcthor. “ Bo you know,” said the 
boy, suddenly looking at Ids companion, “ I can guess wlio 
you are ? You are the now curate.” 

The stranger smiled. “ How do you guess that ? ” 
“Ikcausc yoif look like it. And we know Mr^TiCiccster 
had engaged one: the other did not suit. ITe'is too ill 
now to do it ?dl himself. ,!Mainma says she is sure he wofi’t 
live knig. Bo you know ^Ir. (’astonel ? ” 

“ No. Who is Mr. rastonel 1*” 


^Why, that was Mr. Castoiiel, and that was his cab." 
Bid yon see bow black they.w^Te ? ” 

*• Yes. "Sfe appeared to be in “deep mourning.” 

** It is for his wife. She wSs so pretty,«!ind wc all liked 
her so. She„^iis Ellen Loh^ester, and ISlr. Castonel ran 
away with her, and she died. That wtts last spring, and it’s 
since then that Mr. Leicester has got so ill. His first wife 
died too.” 

. ‘^ho*s first wife ? ” returned the stranger, scarcely 
making sense of the boy’s tale. L 

Mr. Castoncl’s.” * 

Are jiu speaking of the gentlomnn of whom I inquired 
my way He^lctiks young to have had two wives.” 

“He 1^, though. He is a doctor, and has all the 
practice. He keeps two afeVistInts now. Bo you know 
Mr. Tuck ? ” 

‘‘J do not know any one in Ebury.” 
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“ Oh, don’t yon ? There’s Mr. Leicester’s,” added the • 
lad, pointing to a house, lower down, as they came *to a 
tuming/fii the str^t, “And now I have shown it yon, I 
must goback, for if mamma comes and I don’t meet her, 
she’ll blow nie up.^* • ^ 

“ Thank you for bringing me,” said Mr. Ilnratl “ I hope 
wc shall soon be better ac(|uaintcd. Tell me yt)ur name.” 

“Arthur Ohavassc. I am to be what you are. A 
parson.” . , 

“ Indeed ? T hope you will make a good one.” 

“ I don’t know. Last week when I sent the ball through 
tlie window and gave Lucy a black eye, papa and m.amma 
wore in a passion With me, ai\cl they said^I had too much 
devil in mo for a parson.” 

“ I am sorry to hear that,” was the grave answer. 

“T have not gob half the devil that some chaps have,” 
continued Master Arthur. “ I only leap hedges, and climb 
trees, and wade streams, and all that. I don’t see ^Yhat 
' harm that camdo a fellow, even if he is to be a parson.” 

“I fear it would seem to point that he might be more 
fitted for other calliugs in life,” v 

“Then I just^wish you’d tell them so at<.hpmei I don’t 
want to 1)0 a pai^n, it’s too tame a life for me. iGf.obd-byc, sir.” 

He flew away, a high-spirited, generous lad; and the 
enrato—foT such he was—looked after him.v Then ho 
turned in at the rectory gate. c .. t- 

Hc wiw showp , into the room where the Reverend 
Christopher; Leic^ter and his wife were sitting. Two sad, 

" grey-liaired p^ple, thf former very feeble, but ngjj with 
Arthur Ohayasse had given a pretty nenumte .^ount of 
‘ matters. From the time that their o^y child h^ruti away 
with Mr; C^ouej, they had been hr^king;m Q^th; but 
since her death, w^ioh had occurr^ ]^|nonths subsequently, 
the rector maj^ t6 haye be^ Allying man. ' ^.v.. 
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TIu*rc was cerluinly a fafaility attoiKling tlie \n ives of Mr. 
Castonel, and bo ap]x:arcd to mourn thorn with sincerity, 
ospeciaMy fcbo last. His altiro was as bla(‘k as inoiimint; 
could be: he liad put his cub into black, the crape on his 
hat extended from the brim to the crown, and lie wore a 
mourning pin, and a mourning ring with Kllon’s heir in it. 
11c absUintsl from all gaiety, took a friendly oiip of l(*a 
oi*«t'»ionally with Mr. and Mrs. ('‘liavaasc, aud paid a fonuul 
visit to th^ Hector and Mrs. lioicestcr once a month. 

The new curate, Mr. Hurst, was approved of by Ebury. 
Ho was possessed of an amazing stock of dry, liook eruditioin 
but was retiring aud shy to a fault. He took np his aliodo 
at the parish bej^dlc’s, who Jot fnmisliH lodgings, very com¬ 
fortable and quiet. One day he received a visit^rohi Mr. 
Chavasso, •bluff, hearty, good-tempered man, who was 
steward to ^he estfito of'the Earl of Bastbury, a neigh¬ 
bouring nobleman. 

“ I was talking to Mr. Leicester jesterday,** began Mr. 
Chavasse, shaking hands, “ and he told mu kc thought you 
were open to a reading engUgCmcnt for an hour or so in the 
afternoons.” 

‘•Certainly,’* answered tlic curate, coughing in the 
nervous manner habitual to him when tat:en by surprise, 
“ I should have no objection to employing my time in that 
way, when my duties for the day are over.” 

‘k^hat rascal of a boy of mine, Arthur—the lad has good 
‘abilities, 1 know, for in that respect ho takes after his 
niothcr and Prances, yet there are nothing but complaints 
f]%n Bch^l fibout his not getting on^” 

Po you not ij^ticy that his abilities may lie in a diffcTent 
* direction—that he may he formed by nature for a more 
bustling fife than a clerical «>ne^” the curate ventured to 
suggest. 

* Why, of conrsa, if be has i)ot |ot It in him, it would be 
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of no use to force him to be a parson ; but there’s such an 
oiHjniug. . Lord Eastbury has promised me a livmg for 
him. Now it has struck me that if you would come, say 
at four o’clock, which is the hour he leaves school, and . 
hammer something into him until half-past five, or six, 
we might see what stuff he is really made of. What do 
you say ? ” 

[ could accci)t the engagement for every evening ex¬ 
cepting Saturday,” answered Mr. Hurst. - 

“ All right,” cried Mr. Chavasse. “ One day lost out of 
tlic six won’t matter. And now, sir, what shall you 
charge ? ” 

'riic curate hesitated and blushed, and then named a very 
low sum. ‘ 

If it were not that I have so,many children pulling at 
me, T should say it was too little by half,” observed the 
straightforward Mr. Qliavasto ; “ hut I can’t stand a high 
« figure. My eldest son has turned out wild, and is a shocking 
expense to me. Bhall we bcgiii 4 X)n. Monday ? ” 

“ If you please. I shall be ready.” 

“ And miud,”i he added, “that you always stop and take 
tea with us, wh^u you have no better engagement. I shall 
tell Mrs. Chavasse to insist on that part of the bargain.” 

Thus it came to pass that the Reverend William Hurst 
became very intimate at the house of firs. Chavasse. ^ 

Autumn, winter, spring passed ; and, with summer, things 
• seemed to be brightening again. "We speak of^Mr^ CastoLel. 

lie i.liscarded bis glooifcy attire, his cab wtis repainted a claret 
. colour, and he went agajii into general society. His practice, 
fioiirishcd ; if he had lost his own \vives, he- seemed lucky in 
saving those of other men. His assistants, like himself, 
had plenty to do. * TJhe gossips began to speculate whether 
he would marry again. “ Surely not I ” cried the timid 
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ouos, shaking their heads mth a shudder; “whu would 
vs-'iitur^ to have him ? " . 

Olio hot afternoon Mr. Rice, one of the qiialihed assistant- 
siu’geous of Mr. Oustonel, was walking along a lield path, 
'riie growing corn, rising on cither side of him, was 
ripening, and the gaj insects hummed ploasuutly. He had 
just quilted a cottage, one of an luuublc row called neech 
(’ottagcs, close by. Ah, how d*ye do?” cried lie. A 
lovely aftefnooii.” 

“Very.” Jt was the curate who had met him. “ Hdvi; 

vuu lieen far ? ” 

% 

“ Only to GalFer Shipley’s. j\h*. (’ostoiiel received some 
message this mdl'iiiug about the child : he did not^clioose to 
go himself, but sent me.” - 

“ Ts it ill ? ” cried the tiurale, in tones of alarm. “ It* is 
not baptized? 1 never can get to sec the mother al>oub it.” 

“ 111 ? no. A trifte feverish.* Tlik* poor do cram their 
•I'litldreu with such unwholesome food.” ^ * 

“ I am on my way to 4.1ionias iShipley’s myself,” observed 
.Mr. Hurst. “Mr. Leicester asted mo if i Inal seen him 
this week, so I thought I’d take a walk Wiis way and call 
upon a few of them. Mi*, licicester seems to have a great 
regard for that old man.” 

“A decent man, I believe, he has lieen all his life,” 
retimqcd Mr. Rice. ** And since Ids daughter forgot her- 
.self, people have wished to show him more respect than 
^ the if-” 

said the curate, “ whose*is the child ? ” * 

‘ Mr. Ril!fc laughed. “ You had betfer ask that question of 
.Air. Castonel. */^ou*t know.” * <- 

They shf ok hands and parted ; the surgeon proceeding to 

the residence of Mu. Gastoncf, where he busied himself for 

* 

some little time, makii^ u[f mcdi^iaei He had just con¬ 
cluded his task when Mr. Oastdncl entered. 

2. A 
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“Well,** sftid he, ‘Mvhat was the mattev dowii at 
>SUipley’sf 

“ Oh, nothing. Child somewhat feverish and stomach 
out 'of order, I have made up these powdeia for it. They 
will set it to rights.” , 

“And that?” added Mr. Castonel, glancing from the - 
powders to a bottle of mixture. 

*-* For Mrs. Acre, t am off now to old Flockaway’s.” 

As Mr. Bice quitted the laboratory, he met the tiger. 
“Some medicine to go out, John,” 

“ Where to, sir ? ” 

“Mr, Otistonel will tell"you.^ He is there.” 

John vent into the laboiatoiy. “Mr. feice says there’s 
some metlicine to go out, sir.” 

‘ Mr. Cdstonel did not reply immediately. He was writing 
something on a slip of papoi. 

“do to the library*,” belaid, haudmg it to John, “aiuF 
* luquiie wheth^sr this book has airivcd. If so, bring it.’' * 

“ Can’t 1 take the medieiiw ftt the samt time, sir ? ” 

“ Do as you are bid, aiij nothing more,” rejoined Mr. 
(Sistouel. “ Bfing me the book, if it is there, and theu go 
\\itU the medicine. You sec where it for ; the mixture 
lo ^Irs. Acre’s, the poadeis to Thomas Shipley’s.” 

The tiger went off whistling, and his master remained in 
tlic laboratory. But when the boy leturned, be ws no 
longer there. 

“ Hannah! ” s^ng out the lad. * 

“ What do yon want with Hannah ? ” ^3enjattdeiif''itJ»c 
housekeeper, putting her head outside th^ kitohen-doori "". 

“ Bid her tell master as the libraiy says he nev^r ordered 
tiie b<^k at all, as t^iey heered on $ bub if he‘%^its^it they 
laii get it fix>m liondou. Perhaps you’ll cotideeeehd to tell 
him yourself, htodaifi ’]He took'up the Tnedioine aa 

ho spoke, uu4 ^ent out again. 
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l^IeauwhilQ inc Roycreud Wiui^ liiirstliad Icflthc eoru- 
Ifeld, |^,'|»|bbeedei ^ „OaJir,.^hipiey%:, Xho Gaffor—us 
he sfcySd in tM village^lay ia his bed in the back 
room.; A h\l from a ladder had kid him oh it, arrd he 
woit^ neye^ rko ag«iiu. Dame Taughan vas in the front 
room, IseWirig, She had been hired, to attend the house 
dicing ft rteent illness of Mary Shipley’s. Ito is asleep, 
sir,’* she whispered, when she saw the curate about to cuter ; 

. he drop^d off just now, and I think it will do him gooJ.” 

Mi\ Hnrst nodded and drew away.. He was bound* to 
several cottages in the neighbourhood, so went, to them fii'fit, 
and returned afterwards to Shipley’s, The (laffer was 
awake then, •, 

t . ’ s 

” I’m alli^ much,-sir,” he said. Give my.hiftnhle duty 
to Mr. Leicester, and thapk him for asking. . I’m as lioffas 
I am be to-flay. My skin feels burning.” 

‘‘Did you tell this to Mr. Rft;c .? •He‘might have given 
' ydli something.” 

“ No,^gir, I didn’t, d had dropped oft’ asleep when ho 
was here, and Dame Vaughan never thonght of it. I may 
be'better Co-morrow, and then I sha’u’t wtwt physic.” 

As the- Gaffer spoke, Mr. Hurst saw the* entrance of Mr. 
CastonePs ijiger, *the door being open between the two 
rooms. .f‘Powders for somebody. Dame Vaughan,” said 
he.^,«Who’sjll?”^, ; . 

• ‘‘ This one,’* replied l)ame Vauglian, peintiiig to 

the infant dll!bet lap.' 

, Tha4 scaramouch ! I thouj^ht, perhaps, thc^ 

. poor man, ain’t . said Damew 

*‘J s^i^|:esto«| tl%;iad^What’s she 
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At tliiB moment the boy caught sight of Mr, Hurst* tt • 
was quite jcnough. Ho touched his hat, backed out, and sgt 
oif home. 

W^-heu the curate jjassed through the front room to leave, 
he stopped and looked, down at the baby. “ It does not 
appear to be very ill, Mrs. Vaughan.” > . 

“ No, sir, it’s as live and peai t as can* be, this atteriioon. 

I did not see much the matter with it this morning, for my 
own part, only Mary”—she hesitated—*• Mary would send 
to^cll Mr. Castonel,” 

“ Whem is Mary ? ” 

“ She’s upstaim,” whispf.red the woman, “ Bho made off 
there, sir, when she* saw you a* coming. Poor thing, she, 
don’t likefyet to face the gentlefolks.” 

tAs Dame A^aughan spoke, she was opening the,packet left 
by the tiger. It contained six'small neat white papera, 
which her curiosity led her examine. They disclosed an 
«insignificant portion of grey-coloured powder. 

“ I know what that is,” she ol> 8 crved; “ tlie very best 
physic you can give to a chTld. AVill you please tU^tead the 
direction for me^ air ? ” • 

“ * One of these powders to bo taken night and morning. 
Mary Shipley’s infant.’ ” . * 

‘‘Ah, that’s just what Mr. Rice said. Thank you, sir. 
flood day. I’ll tell Mary what you say about bringing the 
baby to church.” ** , *^ 7 ’ . 

It was then nearly four o’clock, and the cutate, after 
«calling iu at home to wash his hands and brush his hair, 
made the best of histway to the house of 8 lr.^Ohavag 8 ©, 
.-scarcely knowing whether he was progressSug thither on his 
head or his heels. Tliat house contained all' he could 
imagiue of beauty, and loodnoss^* and love, /ft was*Aia . 
world. Had he not |)een a clergyman^ he might have daid 
his paradise. ^ ' 
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Arthur wa§ already m the study. And wlien the le.‘iso?is 
m*e over, the curate entered the drawing-room, lie and his 
fluttering heart. There slic was, with her graceful form, 

, her fine features, and her dark, brilliant eye. For.him 
there ,was but one lovely face on cai*tb, and it was that of 
Frances Ghavasse. 

To liim she was* a perfect contrast. Open iii manner, 
ready and pleasant in speech, the Eeverend William Hiirst, 
when he fifst knew her, could only gaze at her througli his 
spectacles with amazed admiration. She detected Jn*s 
homage; she soon detected his love; and, true to her vain 
nature, she gave it encouragement. Vanity was Frances 
Chavasse’s ruling passion. Khe was this evening attired in 
a pink muslin dress, veiy pretty and showy, hid when 
Mr. Hurst Entered she was standing before the glass, 
putting some fresh-gathered roses into her dark haii*. 
That poor beating heart of his Reaped into liis mouth at the 
^flight. 3 

“See what I am she said,*ixjrceiving in's 

approacThn the glass. “ For fifti.’* 

He took the hand she carelessly extended behind, took it, 
and clasped it,•and retained it: for it had come, now, tliat 
he no longer strove so arduously to conceal his love. 

“Are they not pretty roses, Mr. Hurst? I plucked 
them off that tree by the lower garden. You know it. 

. Here’s just one left. ’ I will give it to you.“ 

“And I,“ he whispered, taking it from her hand, “w/Il 
k^p it for ever.” » 

/“.OVicried Frances, laughing, ‘#what a collection you 
^ must Imve, if have kept all I have given you I You 
* might se^up a jnuseum of dried llof^-ers.” ** 

Arthur ran in, and looked* at the table, with a blank face. 
“Why is ted not ready? has struck six.” ; 

“.Mamma has gone*out: we sfmll^nof; have tea till she 
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comes answered Frances. **Faj[ia hae n6t Wtne in 

cither.” ^ 

“Then I can’t wait,** cried Arthur, ruefully. **rfeha*n*t 

“I would ftiiui if I were you,” retorted I?ran<^. “I 
know you must be famished: though you did take enough 
dinner for six, at one o’clock.” ‘ 

want to be off to cricket,” retnrupd the Ud. ** I sh^^U 
get my tea in the kitehen. What have you been sticking 
those things in 3'our liead for ^ ” 

” For yon to admire.” 

“ Ah I I expect it is for .somebody else to admire. Take 
ckie, sir,” added the boy, significantly; (“she ^vfll flirt 
\oiu heaA out, uud then turn round and say she didn’t 
mo^m It.” 

A glimpse of angiy p/ission flashed into *thc face of 
Frances. But Arthur cscap^*d fiom the 100m. 

‘‘Don’t mind him,” \shispered the curate. “All boys 
are the same.” * 

“All ore not the same,** saiS Frances, crosslyf^ “Were 
you the same wl\en yon uere*young ? ” 

“ I never had^a sister,” sighed the mu’ater He drew her 
hand within his arm, and they lambledMuto the garden. 
He had long been screwing up bis *ooiirago to speak more 
seriously to her, and ho thought he would do it now. 

“1 hope I shall not always remain h curate,” he 
by way o| introduction, 
t “ 1 bo]^ not,** assented Frances. 

“Tf I were to*’~hfire he was stopped h/ hift nertQfrS‘ 
^ough—to go into housekeeping, how nwch rfo you thblc 
it a’otdd take ? ” ’ * * » * 

“ Housekeeping ? 1 jsuppoSfe yoff mean, im 'a hpuie 
and keep servants ? ”^ v J ^ ^ 

“Yes,” coughed the ' **^ere 1 |eujity,enWh to 
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obtain ft ‘preferment of two btUidred a rear, would" it 
do?’* 

* “ Y<fa would have liard work to Rpond it all, ym ijout •?#»//*, 
liook at that lime tree: pretty, i« it not ? ’* 

Not by myself,” returned the curate, a rosy hii© oft In'- 
thin cheek. If I had-one to share it with mo ? ” 

“That’s another thinf^,” said with a Inunli. 

“Who might be fond of dress and nonsense, as I am, and 
then she ^ould 8i)end you out of house and home.” • 

“ Oh, Frances! ” ho murmured, his nervous tone giving 
place to an impassioned one, as ho clasped her hands in his, 
and turned his spectacles lovingly upon her face, “ I know 
I ought not ye^to speak of, it j Imt giwo me a hope—that, 
should the time come when I am jnstiHed in asking fot 
you, I sballmot ask in vain.” 

Frances ^rew her hands, away, end speeded towanls \he 
house. “ It will be soon enouirli to talk of that when the 
'tyuc does come,” was her lijht adswor. To the simjilc 
mind of Mr. Hurst it conveyed all ho wished for, * 

MrsM^bayasse came in. * And scarcely had they sat down 
to tea, when one of the servynts appeared and said that a 
boy wanted Mf, Hurst. 

“Don’t disturb yourself!” cried Mr.*Obavassc, as the 
curate was rising. “ Let Nancy ask what he wants.” 

“ It ist Ned Long, the mason’s boy from Beech Cottages,” 
satd the servant. 

“ What jcan he want ? ” wondered the curate. “ I gave 
them relief to-day.” ^ 

hbn round to the window, Nancy,” said Mr.' 
ChavasBo/ \ 

A young rftgamuMn^ in a very dilapidated state of olothayj^^ 
was SQol discerned approfichiqg the large window, which 
was open to the ground. He took off an old blue cap, and 
displayed a shock head uf Sgl^t^hairA 
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“ Wbj^fc it, Ned ? ” cried the curate. 

“Please, sir,? answered the lad, lifting his Sunburntj, 
freckled countenance, “ I have been to Mr. Leicester's, and 
he telled me to come and ask whether Mr. Hurst was here.” , 
“Well, you see I am,” replied Mr. Hurst, with a half¬ 
smile. ^ . .. 

“ Ho said, please, as I was to tell you what I had telled 
him, and would you go on quick, and he’d get a fly and 
come after^ but he was too bad to walk.” 

“Go where ? ” cried the curate. “To Mr. Leicester’s ? 

“ No, sir, to Gaffer Shipley’s. He’s took awfvil.” 

“ How ? Is he worse ? ** 

r 

“ He’s a dying, sir*; Dame Vaughan said *1 was to say so. 
He can't lA)kl hisself still on his bed for screeching. And 
the^ babby’s a dying and a screeching; it’S on Dame 
Vaughan’s lap, it is, and she says they won’t her alive many 
minutes, and it’s the physic she give ’em.” 

^ They had risen, all* of them, and gathered round the ^ 
window, looking at the boy. Mi’S.^Cbavasse spoke, in her 
sharji, hasty way. 

“ What is it yon are sayingt Ned Long ? Tell your tale 
projicrly. Who is it that is dying down at Shipley’s ? ” 

“ The Gaffer, iWam, and the bahby.” * 

“Both?” 

“ Yes, ma’am.” 

“ I never heard of such a thing. Yoft must have brought 
your tale wrong, boy.” 

^ “ Dame Vaughan says as it’s the physic.” 

“ What physic ? ” 

“ T doesn’t know.” 

' I never saw such a* stupid, boy! who is to^^ake out 
wliat he means!” irritably repeat^ Mrs. C^wse,: hbtf 
♦•nriosity forcibly excited. “ Mr^ Hurst,^^^ , / 

^ .Nfr. Hui-st ? He has ifevcl gone witffaut taking his ^ , 
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He had, and was striding ovoc the ground towards Thomas 
Shipley’s cottage. A strange scene i)re8cnte<l itgelf there. 
The l)5hy was lying dead, and the old injui on his hed 
sccmwl ill danger of dissolution. “AVhat is the cause of 
this ? ” questioned the curate. 

“ I don’t know what's the cause,” sohbed Damo Vaughan. 

“ 1 hop<^ no blame won’t be laid to me.” 

.Tt appeared that the Gaffer had had his tt'a at four o’eloek, 
pud seemed refreshed and better after it. At six, wben 
Damo Vaughan undressed the infant, she remarked that Jt 
appeared so well as scarcely to need the powder. 

“ Suppose we give father one of the ^lowders ? ” siiggcbtcxl 
IMary, a modestdooking, gentle girl, who, until recent events, 
had been in high favour in tlie village. ” If tlicy are f<*vci’ 
powders, H might do him good; and it couldn’t do iWin 
harm, any tiny.” * * 

“ Ay, sure ; it’s a good thongjit,” absented Danm Vaughan. 
^“JVe’ll give him one to-night and another in the morning.* 
This child w’oii’t want ’gm ^ll^” * 

So tUfy mixed up two powders, giving old Shiph‘y his, 
first, lest he should fall asleep; and t^io other to tlj<* 
child. Soon iffter the -latter had swallow^l it, it liegan to 
sercain, and writiie, and toss convulsively. Its legs were 
drawn up, and then stretched out stiff, whilst its face, to 
use Dame Vaughan’s words, was not then the face of a baby. 

. The neighbours came flocking in, and, suddenly, sriunds 
were heard from Gaffer Shipley’s bed: be was screaming 
apd writhing like the child. AVidow Thorpe’s boy was 
despatch^ m Mr. Castonol, and another as we have sfX'n, 

^ to Mr. Tieicc8tei*>f. ^ ^ 

The my, ThoqMJ, was flying along, proud to be of service 
and fall of eveitemept* wheb, a piece* of good fortune, 
.which Dame Vaughan dcolni'ed she sl|puld ever lie thankful 
fojTf be espied Mr. Castoncl, lie wap a standing outside 
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tho lodge, where the strange lady lived,” said the b<^, after¬ 
wards, “ and, if he had been a waitin^r for me, he couldn’t 
have been a standing out Ijctter.*' The boy made Up to 
him, p'lnting. ** Please, sir, v^ill you run down to Gaffer 
Shipiey’s ? ” 

** What for ? ” asked Ml. T istonel. 

^^They are both howling hoirid, sir. Dame yanghan 
sa^s it must liavc been tho i>owdcr-» as the) took.” 

Both who ? ” quickly demanded Mr. Oastoiiel 
“ Maiy Shipley’s little ’un and the Oafftr, sir They give 

Vm a powder apiot‘e, and mother wiys-” 

“ What the-! ” Iniist forth Mi. Oa'ilonel, glaring on 

the bo}. “ Who ga\e one to old Shipley ” 

Master rrhorpo shrank aside. He did not, jnst then, like 
th(* lace of Mr. Castonel. “Here,” added vhp surgeon, 
writing a hue on the leaf of his pocket-book, iivd tearing it 
out, “ take that to my honse.^ Mr. Iliee will give you some- 
, thing to bnng down. “ Run all the way.” 

The boy ran ^ one way, Mr. Oastonel ran the other. He 
llcw over the ground at hismtinosfc speed, and wa«*aoo» at 
the cottage. The baby was ^^ead : Mary was stretched over 
it, sobbing and crying, and the gossips wsre ciying over 


” Now, the first thing, a clearance,” exclaimed the surgeon, 

“ and then I may come to the bottom of this. Leave the, 
cottage, every one of yon.” ^ 

He held the door open and the women ^led out* Then" 
Jic turned to Dame*Vaughan. ** Have yon any warm Wat» f ” 
“Not^a drop, sir,’’ the sobbed, “and the 
was the powders, and it couldn’t have been nothing dse* 
Mr. Kico ranst have sefit poison in mistakq for wRlSiesoine 
physie.” t ^ ' 

“ I should think not,’^ remarlced Mr, me" 

see those that are %^tT” he Im^bly jsdd^, “d^n’t 

i i ...at •* •» 



and moaii id tbarway"; good. Ono, t\^o, 

tteee, fout. Ato these all ‘' . 

'^ “Alf, sir*?^ replied l)ahie'y^^^^ ‘‘Six come, ami 

them’s the four what's left.” ^ 

Mr, Castonel carried them in his hand through the room 
where Thohias Shipley was lying, went out to the back 
door, which he closed aftep him, and examined them, alone, 
in^theyard. Possibly for greater light. 

“There#^ nothing wrong with these powders,” he saul, 
when he returned. ‘‘However, Dame Vaughan, you ha(i 
best take charge of them, in case they should he asked for. 

“I’ll lock 'em'up in Mary’s drawer,” she sobbed, ** 1 
know it was tint powders, and I’ll stick'to it till I drops.” 

- “ l>o so af once. Here, take them. And then gp amongst 
:the ndghhDffra and see if you can borrow some, warm wat^r. 
If we can get a quart of it down tlic Gaffer’s throat, till 
what I have sent for comes, so mucli the Ixjtter. IIalU)a . 

^where Sre you off to ?” ^ 

“ 1 thought you tol^ me W fetch some* warm water, 

answered Dame Vaughan, arresting her footsteps, 
r . ** did not tell you to ieave the k^ in the drawer, 
" The powders tftc perfectly harmless, but it may be^as well. 
In iuBt^ to Mr. fiice, to let other people think so.” 

Mr. Bice and young Thorpe came together, full pelt, and 
it was won after their entrance that Mr. Hurst appeared. 
>.^f^‘'i&;4affer hdd been attended, to. Dam© Vaughan 

wete all right,” said •Mr. RiCe» I 
:::it:. where are they? They wee only 


vawa «9 I 

'np&it;. Whew are they? They wew only 

■. hydiS^^SS' h® added ^ 

** I WWS.' I have exafliiiied.thM,’’ ■ . 

**» dwiW*. a»d pnt .‘ho powdi^i 

f'He qpihed all' four, of the 


•9^ H .•A»’ 




V. Dame Vaughan 
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stood and watched him. “ Those are fcbe powders I sent,’* 
he obserYed. “ They are quite right. They are only the 
common grey-powder, Dame Vaughan.” 

Dame Vaughan still looked unconvinced. 

** Let her take charge of them,” said Mr. Oastouel, It" 
may be more satisfactory.” 

“ Is it possible,’* interposed the^urate, “ that thofpowde^ 
caqin any way have been changed ?—wrong ones adminis¬ 
tered ? ” ■ . 

Mr. Oastouel turned his eye upon him, an eye that looked 
as if it would have liked to strike him dead as a child. ” No, 
sir,” ho coldly said, “ I slnjuld think it, is not possible. Did 
you wish to cast a suspicion on ‘Mrs. Vaughan ? ” 

“ Xay,’* cried the curate, “ certainly not, I would nob , 
cafit a suspicion upon any one. It was bnt*&n idea that 
occurred to me, and I spoke it out.” ^ 

Gatfer Shipley recovered,^ the baby was buried, and the 
c affair remained a mystery. A mystery that has never been, 
positively solveti. Other mediqal ipen, upon being pressed 
into the inquiry, pronounced the powders to be an innocent 
and proper medicine, frequently given to children. . 

That same night, at an early starlight" hour, Frances 
Ohavasse was lingering still in their garden. She looked 
frequently towards a side-gate, by which visitors. who were 
familiar vrith the house sometimes entered, . It seemed 
that she was restle^ ; anxious ; impa£ient. WhoevCT *she ^ 
was expectitig, kept her waiting long. Was it Mr, Hurst ? 
c It was not Mr.cHurst who entered; it was Mr. Castonql, 
What i were they lover© ? Surely yes fo^ h^.stiiinedjjer 
^to his heart, and held her to him, and covered her face with 
his impassioned kisses ;*as he had, in other days, |f, ev4n in ’ 
that same garden, strained* to’him C^iblihe Hall and Ellen : 
Leicester. Was his love fot heib genuinfe : ,Had it been so; 
for his former wiv^? S’q matter f theim lieen .for 
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him : and neither had loved him more fervently than dfd 
Krahces Chavasso. Yerily Mr. Castonel must have.possessed 
powers of fasouiation iinhnown to other men! Frances 
liad played hcmclf off upon the unhappy curate, partly to . 
f^ratify her vanity, partly as a blind, for she and Mr. 
Oastonel had long had an. understanding in secret. 

“ ThedReverend William Hurst has been explicit to-night,” 
whispered Frances in mocking tones. 

. “ The fdbl! *! interrupted Mr. Castonel; and the glare of 
his eye was such as it had been twice before, that evening. 
hVaUces did not see it; she was leaning on his breast. 

“ He asked me how much it would take to keep two,” she 
went on, laughmg. ** And 'would I have him if he were 
giv'cn a rich living of two hundred a year, fiervase, I 
think, 1 do* think, he will nearly die when—^^vhen—he 
knowu” ' 

“ I hope he will,” fiercely utteijed Mi;. Castonel. ” Frances, 
iim time is drawing near tbit 1 shall speak to your father.” 

“ Yet a little longer,”j8he^jghed. He happened to say, 
only hist night, that it seemed* but yesterday since Ellen 
dic$d. Mamma must break it Co him, whei^ver it is spoken 
of. She can tdru him round her little finger.” 
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A VAlJSr REMOXSTRANCn. 

Osr Saturday aft^mooir, in September, the Reverend 
(’nri^topl^er Leicester sent for Iiis curate. It was to inform • 
him that'he found Jfiimself unable to preach on^the morrow, 
.If liad been his intention. 

“ Arc you worse ? ** inquired Mr, llurst. 

“ A little thing upsets n e now, and I have heard some 
news to-day, which, whether true or not, will take me duv» 
t) get over, for it has brou^hjt back to me too for^bly one 
w ho IS gone. ho is that t ” quickly added the rector, as 
a shout was heard outside th^ window. 

It is only Arthur Chav absc. I met hi'm at the gate, 
and he ran in with me.” 

“ Let him come in, let hmi come in,’^ cried Mr. Leicester, 
eagerly. “ He can tell mo if it be true,” 

Mr. Hurst called to him. 

How are you, sir ? ” said Arthur, holding out his hand. 

•“ And how is Hrft Leicester ? ” ^ ^ m 

The rector shook His head. ‘*Aa well, my 
<*An expect to be op thi$ jjiide the gravS. ^Arthur, when, 
veil shall he as' 1 am, heakt^ au4.»Strength. goUj^ there is 
only one thing that will gfve yoU edmfo]^*^ 

“ And what’s that„sir| **< ashed ^Ttfenr^Jearlessly. 

“The remembiWtwo of•a*wdl‘«|jfeut life; a conscience 
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that says you have dohc good iu ifc, tieOt evil. Good fo 
your f^low-creat^l3^€8, for (^hrWs sake, Who did, so much 
good for you.” 

“ But are we to have no play ? ” inquired Arthur, wJiosc 
ideas of “doing good,” liko those of too many othen*, 
savoured’only of gloom. 

Ah,•play; play, my boy, wlfile you may j youth is the 
season for it. But, in the midst of iC, love your felUiw- 
ercaturesi^be ever ready to do them a kindness: should 
any fancied injury rise up in your heart whispering you 
to return evil for evil, oh! yield not to the impulse. You 
nill be thankful for it when youn days are numbered.” 

“ Yes, sir. There's a boy outside has gone off with my 
eiicket-bat lt*s Tom Ohewton. I was going-after him 
to give him a drubbing., Perhaps i had better make him 
hand over tlie bat, and leave the drubbing out ? ” 

“ Certainly,” replied Mr. Leicester, whilst the cuiate 
•Iftrued away his head to hide a smile. “Arthur, 1 have* 
heard *^o4ay that you are gemg^to lose yoni^sister Fiances.” 

“ To lose her! ” echoed the fioy. “ Oh yes, I know what 
yon mean. And I am sure it*s true, 4 ilthongh Mrs. Frantes 
18 so sly ovet il, else why should she be hj^ving such heaps 
of hew clothes ?* I said to her the other day, ‘ I reckon 1 
shall get some rides inside the cab now, instead of behind 
it,^an4 lihe turned ^riet and threw a cushion at me.” 

“ It is really so, then ! that she marries Mr. Oastonel! ” 

“ He ha& b^ett making love to her this past year, only 
IJiGy did^jt (gi the sly,” continued Arthuf, “/saw. SheV» 
iilWhys'fiiii6rferiug with us boys; shall have twice the 

Where’s Mtj Hurst ? ” ^ 

“Taka this, Arthu^,” crjed tjie* re(?tor, handing him a 
; fine pear whit^ was on the IJaldd. “ Oood*hye, my lad,” 

»^ “ Thank you; sir, ^' pooi-bye^ ^ TIJ leave out Tom Chew- 
ton’s drwbVigfe” 
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• Artliiu’ ftvu out. Mr. Hurst stood at the eud of the path, 
against the iron railings. “ Isn’t this a stunning pear ? 

1- AVhy, what’s the matter, sir ? ’* 

spasm,” gasped the curate, “ Run off to yolir 
fellows, Arthur.” 

‘‘Will you eat this pear, sir?” said the hoy, ga/ing 
with concern at his white face. “ It nwiy do you gooi], T 
have only taken one bite out of it.” 

“ No, no my lad. Kat it yourself, and run aw^y.” 

Arthur did as ho bid, and the miserable clergyman, 
feeling himself what he was, a duix*, dragged his footsteps 
towards his home. Thp sun shone brilliantly, but the 
heart’s sunshine had gone out from him for ever. 

'Fhc ncHvs took Ebury by surprise. What! marry Fmuces 
C’Jiuva.-^c, the early friend of hia two fii*st vvivtSs ! Some of 
them remembered the nonsensical declaration attributed to 
Mr. Castonel when he first ^camc to Ebury—that only one 
<)f the three young ladies w'as to his taste, but he Avould 
mairy them ali. The one *’ J)ei4g generally supposed to 
indicate Ellen Leicester. * 

The preparations, commenced for the marriage, were on 
an extensive scale. The tiger flew one day fhto the kitchen 
at his master’s with the news that there "Was a new chariot 
in the course of construction, and that he was no longer to 
be a despised tiger in brttons, but a footman in a splendid 
livery. . ^ 

“ A pretty footman you will make I ” was the slighting 
Response of the hwusekeepor, whilst Hannah suspended hgr 
ironing in admiration.* 

“And the new coachman’s to l)e undtr*me,” he con¬ 
tinued, dancing round* in a circle three feet wjjlo. **Of 
course I shall have the upper 1iand*Qf Itinu So don’t you 

go for to disparage me before»him, Madam Muff, if you. 
please.” 
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“ Did master say he was to l>e under you ? ” iiiquirecl 
I{antiah. 

“ It’s to be such a gorgeous livery,” the tiger went on, 
avoiding the question, “ lavender and gold, or pink 'and 
amljcr, one o* them two, with spangled vests to inatcb. 
And there’s going to be a new lady’s maid, Mrs. Muff, 
over yoi^” 

John ! ” uttered the liousckcepcr, in a tone of warn wig. 

. “ She’s diired u’ purpose,” persisted the tiger, dodging 
out of Mrs. Muff’s way, and improving upon his invention. 

“ An<l the house is to be gutted of tliis precious shabby old 
furniture, and bran-new put in, from cellar to garret. The 
beds is to be of •silk, and tlid tables of ivory, and^tlie walls 
is to l)C gilded, and one o’ the rooms is to hate a glass 
floor, that ‘Afiss Chavasse ^may see her feet in it. I kiimv 
what—if mtister is determined to have her, he’s piying 
for her.” 

. Jle dodged away, for Mrs. Muff’s countenance was growing • 
ominous But, setting asidiv^few inaccuracies, inventions, 
and embellishments of his own, *the tiger’s information was 
on the whole correct; and !Mrs! Chavasse a»d her daughter 
were lifted out dt their ordinary realm into ope that saYOure<l 
not of sober reality. They revelled in fine clothes making 
for Frances, in the luxurious establishment preparing to 
I’eceive her, in the wondering admiration of Ebury; and 
^they revelled in the triumph over Mrs. Leicester. If her 
daughter had once been preferred to Frances, their turn had 
cojne now ; there had been no costly furffiture, or painted • 
carsiage8,«or superfluity of servants pifepared for Ellen.* 

These preparatlbns, in all their magnitude, buret without# 
warning upon the astonished senses of Mr. Chavasse. He 
turiled all over in a cold perepiAtion, and went storming 
ipto the presence of his wife^nd di-ugjjter. Mrs. Chavasse 
always, as she expressed it, managed ” her husband, 

2 .» 
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consequently she had taken her own timn for telling him; 
but it happened that he heard the news from another quartoa*, 
AVe allude more particularly now to the pomp and show 
contemplated for the wedding-day: it was that raised tho 
ire of Mr. Chavasse. , • 

“ AVhafc a couple of born idiots you must be I I have 
been told Frances is going to have four bridesmaids.” 

‘‘Well?” • 

“ And a heap of noise and parade ; horses and carriages^ 
and servants and favours-” 

“ Now don’t put yourself out,” equably interposed Mra. 
Chavasse. 

“And^ot satisfied with all that, you arh going to have 
flowers strewed up the churchyard path for her to walk 
11 ^) 00 ! ” And his voice almost rose to a shout; “ Hadn’t 
you better have a carpet laid down through th§,street ? ” 

“ I did think of that,” was Mrs. Chavasse’s cool reply. 

* “ Goodness,be gracious to me! The place will think I 
have turned fool, to suffer iU”* • 

“ Let them,” said Mrs. Chavasse. “ Her wedding does 
not come every«day.” 

“ 1 had a misgiving that something was going on, 1 
declare I had, when you badgered me'into asking Lord 
Eastbury to give her away,” continued Mr. Chavasse, 
rubbing his heated face. “ I wish I hadn’t. What a fool 
he'll think me! .A land-steward’s daughter marrying a 
country surgeon, and coming out in this style L It’s 

* disgusting.” ^ 

“My dm, you’ll*make yourself ill. SpeUk te>, 7 er." 

' Fi-ances, this is the wrpng pattern.” 

“And that’s not the worst of it. Mrs. Chawwse, listen, 
for I will be heard; It Is perfectly barbardiis to enact all 
this in the eyes of tfee ^lK)rW “ll|r8., Leicester. I |haH 
never be able to look them in the face again.” 
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“ You’ll get over that.” . . ,, 

• “ A^y one bnit you would have a woman’s feelings on 
the matter. I'tell you it is nothing less than a direct 
insult to them—a wicked triumph over their dead child. 
You ought to shrink from it, Frances, if your mother 
does not.^* 

^But poor Mr. Ohavasse could gain no satisfaction from 
either, though he nearly talked himself into u fever. Mrs. 
Ohavasse "^hvays had been mistress, and always would be. 
Everybody, save Mrs. Ohavasse herself, thought and hiew 
that what she was doing was ridiculous and absurd. Even 
Mr. Oastonel dreaded the display. But nothing stopped 
Mrs. Ohavasse,* and the wedding-day rose in triumph. It 
was a sunny^day in December, less cold than is i&ual: but 
Ebnry waS in too much excitement to.think of cold. Never 
had such a* wedding been * seen there. You might have 
walked on the people’s headset all round the church, and 
•iiffeide the chureh you could not have walked at all. When* 
the crowd saw the flowers cE-»the narrow path between the 
graves—lovely flowers from the gardens of Eastbury—they 
asked each other what could possess Mrs. Ohavasse. 

The bridal procession, started. The quiet carriage of the 
dean of a neighbouring cathedral city led the way. He was 
an easy, good-natured dean, loving good cheer, even when 
it game in the shape of a wedding-breakfast, a,nd Mrs. 

' Ohavasse had manoeuvred to get him to officiate, “ to meet 
the Earl of Eastbury,” so his carriage headed the van. 
Hkit, ah^read^r! whose equipage,is thif which follows:^ 
n^ and .handsome, the hardess of its fine horses 
* glitters with hrnaments, the puri^e-and-drab liveries of 
its; servants look wonderful in the siin. Mr. Oastonel’s 
arms are on itspanels,- and rfr. C&atonel hiinself, impervious 
ns ever to the general ,eye, hits wj|bhi^ it. Behind—:can it 
yes, it is our ^d friend the-ti^r, a really good-loOking 
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youth in his new appurtenances; his dignity, however, 
is somewhat marred by the familiar nods and winks’ lyj 
bestow's upon his friends in the crowd. Now comes the 
fashionable carriage of the Earl of Eiistbuiy, with its 
showy emblazonments and its prancing steeds. The bride 
sits in it, with her vanity, and her beauty, and* her rich 
attire; l^ord Eastbury (as good'iiatured a man as the dean) 
is ojipositc to her, lounging carelessly *, Mrs. Chavassc, pnfiud 
up with pride, looks out on all sides, domtmding the 
admiration of the spectators; and Mr. Chavassc sits with 
a red face, and does not dare to look at all, for he is 
tlioronghly ashamed of tlie whole affair, and of tlic string 
of carriages yet to come. * * * 

The imention of Mr. utid jVfrs. Leicester to leave home 
fc%' the day had been frustrated, for the rectof hid slipped 
down some stairs the previous liiglit and iiijnrdd his ankle. 
They sat at home in,all tl^eir misery, listening to the gay 
• show outside, and to the wedding-bells. The rcmcmbraiiccj 
of their lost cliild was wi-ingmg their liearts : he?; loving 
childliood, her endearing maimers, her extreme beauty, her 
disobedience^ and her melancholy death. Verily this pomp 
and pageantry \){as to them an insult, as MT. Chavassc had 
said; an inexcusable and bitter mockerf. It was Ellen’s 
husband that was being made happy with another, it was 
Ellen’s early friend who was now to usurp her place. Oh, 
Mrs. Chavasse T did it never once occur to you that ^ay,^ 
to I'ead a lesson from the past ? You sat by your 
•child’s side, svvefling with folly and exaltation, but did no 
warning, no shadow •full upon you? Already'thaiU^r. • 
^.‘astonel w^edded two flowers iLs fair fft ohc, and where 
were they ? No, no j the imagination of Mrs, Q^avasse, at 
its widest range, never .ixt^nded to so. dreadful a fate as that 
for Frances. , • ^ * 

^‘What with %'oddingi .and bnryings, he has filayed a 
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tolerable part at this church,” observed one of the mob, 
gazing after Mr. Castonel. • 

• Yes, he had : but be made the marriage responses as 
clearly and firmly as though he had never made them to 
others, then lying within a few yards of him. He knelt 
tliere, and vowed to love and cherish her, and when the 
links M«re irrevocably fastened he led her out through 
the admiring crowd, over' the crushed flowers, to the •new 
•carriage. John, not a whit less vain, just then, than his 
new mistress, held the door open, and Prances entered it^. 
She could not have told whether her pride was greater at 
taking her seat, for the first time, in a chariot of her owji, 
or during th(f few minutes that she had occupied the 
coroneted carriage of Lord Eastbury. • 

More pomp, more display, more vanity at the breakfast, 
where Prances sat on Lord Eastbury’s right hand, and 
Mrs. Chavasse on that of tl^je dean, and then the new 
. earriage drew up again, with four horses and two postboys^ 
and TJ,annah, instead of John, seated behind it. A little 
delay, to the intense gmtificalion of the assembled mob, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Castonel edme out aad« entered it, to be 
conveyed on tlie first stage of their honeyipoon. A siiigulav 
circumstance occurred as they w'ere whirled along. Lean¬ 
ing over a roadside gate, and looking openly at the chariot, 
watching for it, with a scornful triumph on her handsome 
fiice, stood the strange lady who inhahited»the lodge. She 
W’aved her hand at Mr. Castonel, and the latter, with a 
•sudden rush^ of red to his impassive c^uiiteuauce, leaned 
feiok iif‘his carriage, Frances dW not speak : she saw 
it; but the tifu^had scatcely come for her to inquire par^- 
cnlara Ohout his mysterious relation. Ere Mr. Castoiul 
had well .recovered his* equaninfity, they flew past another 
. gate, and there, peepmg t)nly,‘ jnd^conccaling herself as 
much as possible, rose the, pale, sad face of Mary 
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stipley, Mr. Castouel drew back again. Frances sjwkc 

now. . , . ^ 

“ Gervase! Mary Shipley was hiding behind that gate; 
peeping at us. How strange ! Hid you see her ? ” 

“ My dearest, no. I sec but you. You are mine now, 
Frances, for ever.” 
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A WEDDIKG-PEAlj. ^ 

-A GENIAL Christmas-eve, bright and frosty, and meirily 
blazed the fire in a comfortable kitchen of one of the best 
houses in a country village. It. wa^l the residence of the 
sui’geon, and hi was out onr his weddmg-tour, having just 
espoused his third wife. 

They wefe expected home that night, and prepaVatigns 
for the following day’s Jeast wem being actively presided 
over by the housekeeper. Mm. Mijjf, a staid, respectable 
.personage, much above the grade of a common servant.* 
She was very busy, standing;the table, wh6n the surgeon’s 
tiger (we must still call him ho, though he had recently 
fissumed the garb of a footman) came jnto the kitchen, 
drew a chair light in front of the great fire, and sat down, 
as though he meant to roast himself. 

“ John,” said Mrs. Muff, “ I’ll trouble you to move from 
there.” . ' 

•* ' X * 

- I tTohn sat on, witlfont stirring. 

“pa you hear ? ” repeated the housekeeper. “I want to 
eouie to the fife every minute, and hovr can I do so with 
there ? ” . • , 

“ What a" shame it is Igrumbled John, drawing himself 
and hiS^chair. away, for he Wa^ completely under tSe 
dominioff of;]lto. Muff. “Whoever heerd of cooking a 
diimer the night afore ytu .want to eat it?—except the 
■pnddtog.*^ 
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I must put things forward, and do what can be done: 
there will be too much left for to-morrow, even then, with 
all the Chavasses dining here. For I don’t stop away from 
service on Christmas-day for any one. I never did yet, and 
I’m not going to begin now.” 

The tiger screwed np his mouth, as if giving vent to a 
lung whistle: taking care that no sound of it retiohed the 
eurs^ of Mrs. Muff. * 

• “ You can take the holly and dress the room» Saving, 
enough, mind, for the kitchen. And then, John, you cair 
lay the cloth in tlie dining-room, and carry in the tea-things.” 

“There’s lots of time fov that,” returned John. 

“ It has struck eight, and Mr. Oastoners letter said nine. 
Do as I bM you.” 

ghe ‘was interrupted by the sound of young ^ices, rising 
ill song, outside. 

“There’s another set! ” cried John, indignantly. “That 
tinakes the third lot we have had here to-night.” . . 

“ When they*have finished,ipay look out aiwl bring 
me word how many there ail‘,” said Mrs. Muff. 

John left the,kitchen, his* arms full of holly and ever? 
green. Presently he came back. 

“ There’s no less than five of them little \ievils.” 

Mrs. Jiluff, with a stern' reprimand, dived into her 
pockets, and brought forth five halfpence. “Give them 
one apiece, John*” * * 

“If it was me, now, as was missis, instead of you, I 
sjiould favour ’onr»with a bucket of water from a upstair^ 
window,” was John’s reiponse, as he ungraciously•iook.Ui 
halfpence. “They’ll only go and send otlMirs. Suppoi'e 
master and missis and the new carriage should jjist drive 
up, and find them rascallioos a Squeakipg round the door f” 

“ Christmas would not be OhMStmaa without its carols,” . 
returned Mrs. Muff. I'remember? the first winter you 
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Were down here, you came on, the same errand to old Mr. 
Winuington’a, and got a mince-pie and a penny ojit of me.” 

• “ aE,” replied John, ** but I was a young donkey then.” 

It was past ten when the carriage rolled up to the door. 
John flew to open it, and Mrs. Muff, in her black silk gown 
and white apron, stood in the hall, drawing on her leather 
mitten^ Frances, Mrs. Castonel, happy and blooming, 
sprang from the carriage and entered her new home. Mrs. 
.Muff ledi»tbe way to the dining-room. It looked brightr 
and cheering, with its large fire, its blazing lamps, and well- 
spread table, half supper, half tea. “ I will go upstairs 
first,” said the young bride, “ and take these wraps off.” 

^ Mr. Castonel came in," a slight man of middle height, 
scarcely yet five-and-thirty, and the tiger followed him. 
“ Well, Johti,” said he, “ how has Mr. Rice got on with the 
patients ? 

“Pretty well, sir. None of^ ’em,be dead, and some be 
, well. But they have bceu a grumbling.” 

“ Grumbling ! What abg^t ? ” 

“ They say if a doctor gets married, he has no right to 
go away like other folks, and Chat this is the third time you 
have served ’An so. It was gouty old FJpekaway said the 
most. Ue have liad another attack ; and he was so emiiky 
Mr. Rice wouldn’t go anigh him, and he can’t abear Mr. 
Tuck.” 

T-’lie surgeon laughed. “What’s coming in for tea, 

’ John?” 

; “ Some mutfius, sir. And Mrs. Muff Shys she knows us 
tk^Cwitt’bc one of the best tongues^ou have cut into.” 

“ Bring teadi^at once. It is late.” ^ 

As thft tiger withdrew, Mrs. Castonel entered. Her 
lulsband’a arms were open t<5 receive her.' “ Oh, Gervase,” 
.she exclaimed, “ how kind* of. you have everything in 
suoh beautiful order fof me I’*’ . * 
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•‘‘Welcome, a tlioosand times welcome to your hbme, my ‘ 
love I he whispered. “May it ever appear to jovt 
bright as it does now I’’ > " ' * 

Loving vrords; loving manner ! But, alas I they luid 
l)een proffered l>efore, with the same apparently earn^t 
sincerity : once to'Caroline Hall, and again to swe^t Ellen “ 
T^eicester. 


you don’t send in them mulRns, ma’am, without 
'furthei* delay, master says he’ll know the rciison « 7 hy,” was. 
the tiger’s salutation to.Mrs. Muff. 

She was buttering them, and listening to Hannah’s 
account of the journey, fej^ she had attended Mrs. Oastoneh 
She turned to give him the plate- but «topj¥5d and started, 
for the cWirch bells had. rung out a joyous peal. 

“ It*cannot be midnight! ” she exclaimed. 

“ Midnight! ” sarcastically echoed the tiger.' “ It wants 
a good hour and a half o’ that. There’s the clock afore yon.” 
, “ Then what possesses thc^ bells ? ” ^ ^ 

“ Well, you Be rightly uamed^” returned the tig^, “ for 
yon de a muff, a out-and-<JUter. Them bells is for master 
and missis; iioj for Christmas, I know. The ringers- is 
sitting up, and heerd the carriage rattle*up the street. 
Hark, how they are clapping the steam on ! They’ll think 
to get a double Christmas-box from master.” 


Just before Mr. Castoncl went to his room that night the • 
bells again struck out. They were i^nging-iii Ch^tllias. 
He stood and listened to them, a peciiliar expression ih his 
unfathomable eyc», his passionless face, whd^ emotions were" 
so completely under control. Was lie speculatJlirg . 7 
what the next year should bring forth ersi Ohrlbti^ 
bells should again sotftid ? The next ywl .'yiie’cl^k ’ 
struck out: he %)unt^ its Strokes; ^ Tiijdve 1 V Theh 
took his candle and Weht •l^pstai^s.^ ^n^d tHe 


again. 
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' ‘ “ A meilry GUristmas to you, Frances,’* he said, as lie 
entered the chamber; “ a merry Christmas, and many of 
them.^ 

“ Thank you,’* she laughed. “ I think it must be a,good 
omen to receive these wishes the moment it comes in.” . 

Whilst she was speaking, a loud summons was heard at 
the house-door. It was a messenger for Mr. Gastonel, from 
tme of his best patients. He hurried out, and Mrs. Gastonel 
.composed? herself to sleep. 

'A singular dream visited Mrs. Gastonel. She thought 
she was sporting in her girlhood’s days, in her father’s large 
old garden, with her companioiva, Caroline Hall and Ellen 
Leicester. Ho*v gay they •were, how happy: for the sense 
^of present happiness was greater. tlian ever ^Fiances had 
oxperiencecTin reality; ay, although she had married wl:\prc 
she passioilately loved. * They were dressed as if for a 
rejoicing, all in white, but the materials of her own attire 
.appeared to be of surpassing richness. A table, laid out foi^ 
feasting, was lighted 1 j^ a Jjmp; but a lafhp that gave a 
most brilliant and unearthly lifeht, overpowering the glare 
of day. The table and lamp in her own fining-room that 
night had prdbably given the colouring to this part of her 
dreani. The garden, was not exactly^ fiko her father’s, 
cither; in form alone, it bore a resemblance to it; it was 
more what. Frances had sometimes imagined of Eden: 
fldwem, birds, light* and the sensation of. joyous gladness, 
all were too beautiful for earth. The banquet appeared to 
. Wiping for them, whilst they w^aitc^ the presence qf. 

. 5 ity?as GervasejOastonel. He advanced 

^witii a feile for^il, and beckoned them to take their places 
at table; ^ ,A Aerce jealousy arose ifl Frances’s heart; what' 
h^'Se to snailc the others But, imper- 
.'Ceptibly} the| Wfre*g6pe, without Frances haying 

hotic^ the mihhefof^feif deptfbtnft. The old happiness 
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c^me back agaiu ; the ecstatic sense of bliss in the present { 
and she pub her arm within his, to walk round that^ lovely 
garden. Then she rcmeuibored her companions, and asked 
Mr. Castonel where they had gone to. He said he would show 
her; and, approaching a door in the hedge, pushed it o^ien. 
Frances lookt'd out, and the fearful contrast to the lovely 
spot she had quitted, struck the most terrifying rgony to 
her ^breast; for, beyond, all was utter darkness. She shrank 
'biiek with a shudder, but Mr. Castonel with U fiendish* 
laugh pushed her through, and a voice called out, “ To 
your doom! to your doom ! ” If his voice, it was much 
altered. Frances awoke with the horror, but the most 
heavenly music was sounding in' her ears ; sc heavenly, that 
it chasetl ^ay her terror, and she thought herself again in - 
th{\t happy garden. 

She half opened her eyes; she was but half awake, and 
still were heard the strgkins of that sweet music. Had she 
egono to sleep, and awakened in heaven? for surely sudi. 
music w’as nevof heard on eartjj, The thought occurred to 
her in her half-conscious stale. The music died away in the 
jiir, and Frances^sat up in bed, and nibbed her eyes, and 
. wondered ; and just then Mr. Castonel retdimed. “ What 
is it ? *’ she cried, bewildered ; “ what is it? ” 

The Wails,” replied Mr. Castonel. “ What did you 
think it was, Frances ? ” 

“ Only the Ws^its I ’* And then, with‘’a rushing fear, came 
back the dreadful part of her ominous dream; and she 
broke into sobs aiiil sti-ove to tell it him. 

Bnt*these night-teiTors pass away with the light «of diiyr* 
sometimes pass and leave no sign, even in Jemembrance. 

t - 

The heads and eyes ofr Bfiury were turned towards* a 
gay and handsome chariot' that went careering down the. 
street, attended by its coaAiman and Tootman. A lady ai^d 
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gentleman were in it, slic in brilliant attire : Mr. and Mfa. 
^dslonel were returning their wedding visits. It stopped 
at thc*gate of the rectory. 

“Don’t stay long, Frances,” he whispered to her.. “ I 
•always feel frozen into stone when I am in the presence of 
ihosc two old people.” 

Mrs.^Kstoncl smiled, and sailed into the rectory drawing- 
room in all her finery ; but she really did, for a monaent, 
.forget he» triumph, when she saw the saddened look of poo*^ 
Mi*s. Leicester, and the mourning rolws still worn for Ellen. ^ 
Ml’S. Leicester had not paid, as it was called, the wedding 
visit; she had felt unequal to it^ her card and an^a|K>logy 
of illness had been her sulistitutes. Frances sat five minutes, 
^and from thence the carriage was ordered to her^old home. 
It encountered ^Ir. Hurst: he took off his hat, ahd Jbe 
red colour' flushed his * cheek. Frances alone returned 
his bow’. 

, « Mrs. Chavasse was in no pleasant temper. JShc was* 
grumbling at her husband,^because he hSd kept dinner 
waiting. He was standing before the fire in his velveteen 
coat and leather gaiters, warming his frostJ)itten hands. 

“ I can’t hdlp it,” said he. “ If I were to neglect Lord 
Eastbnry’s busifless he would soon get another steward, 
and where would you all be then ? You have been making 
calls, I suppose, Frances ? ” 

Only at the reefory, papa.” 

Mr. Chavasse turned sharply round from the fire, and 
^aced his daughter. 
t 4 »,‘iTh# recioryIn that trim ! ” • 

Frances felt unnoyed. “ What trim ? What do you 
niean, pqpa ? 

*“/ should have gone in* a quiet way, to call there,” 

. returned Mr. Chavasse. •“ Gone on foot, and left some 
o{»those gewgaws and •bracelets af homo. You might have 
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stepped in and taken a quieit cup of tea with thorn : any¬ 
thing of that sort.*’ ’ 

“ In the name of wonder, what for ? ’* sharply spoke up 
Mrs, Chavasse. “ Frances has gone just as I should liavo 
gone.” 

Mr. Chavasse did not continue the subject. “AVill you 
stay and take some dinner, Frances ? ” 

“ And find it half cold,” intei*posed Mrs. Chavasse. 

... “I would not stay for the world, papa. I l',avc othcu 
calls to make and Emily liOmax is coming to dine with me 
afterwfwds, that we may Uy down the plans for my ball. 
It willue such a beautiful, ball, papa: the beat over given 
in Ebury.” 

“ Mind-^you have plenty of wax-lights, Frances,” advised 
her mother. 

“Oh, I shall have everything; lights, and hot-liousc 
plants, and charapagnp in abundance. . Gervase let’s me 
t have it all my own way.” 

“ Do not begin that too soon,” said Mr. Chavasse, nodding 
at his son-in-law'. 

“Where’s the tise of Contradiction ? ” laughed the 
surgeon, as they rose to leave : 

For when a woman will, sho will, you may depend on’t. 

And when she won't, ghe won’t; and there’s an end on’t.” 

Frances Castonel was just then the envy of Ebury, at 
least of all who considered ease and gaiety the only happi¬ 
ness of life. Parties at home, parties abroad ; dress, jewels, 
equipage, show; *hot a care glouded her connten^e, noj. 
a doubt of the future ^ell on her mind; and thetshadoja 
o| those who were gone haunted her not. 

One wet day, at an early hour, when sh^ was ,not likely 
to meet other visitors, Mrs/Leicester called.. She had 
thought by delay to gain composure; but it failed her ;, 
and, after greeting Franc&^she hid‘her face in her’has^s 
and bursk mto bitter tears. , . / 
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. “ You must forgive me, Frances,” she sobbed. “ Tlio 

s . « f ^ 

^ast time I entered this house it was for the purpose of 
, seeing my child in her coffin,” 

Frances felt dreadfully uncomfortable, wondering what 
, she could say, and wishing the visit were over. As ili-luek 
would have it, she had been hunting ia a lumber closet that 
morning^ and had come upon a painting and two drawings, 
done by the late Mrs. Castoncl. One of them borcjier 
^laino^jji-ihe comer, Ellen Castoncl.” Frances had carried^, 
tiiem down in her hand and put them on the table, wisjiiftg^^ 
now, she had put them in the fire instead. 

“These are poor Ellen’s,” explaimed Mi-s. Leiwotci, u» 
l^pr eye fell onihem. “ She did them Just before her death. 
i%l have wondered what became ot them, but did ^ot like to 
ask. Woutd you mind giving me one, Frances?* TJiis 
with her nfClne on it; it iVher owii writing.” 

“ All—take them afl, dear Mrs. Leicester.” 

, • “ I would thankfully do so, but perhaps Mr. Castonel, 
value^thcm.” . • * 

“ Indeed, no,” answered Frances, with inexcusable want 
of coiisideration; “ you may he sure he h^ never looked at 
them since tlfey were done. I rummaged them out of an 
old lumber closet this morning.” * 

Mrs. Leicester took the drawings in silence, and then 
took the hand of Frances. “I am but a poor hand at 
oompliments now,”* she murmured, “but*I entreat you to 
- believe, Prances, that you have my best wishes for^your 
. ^Wdfare> us sincerely as I wished it for m^pwu child. May 
•jsoi% and-Mr.*Castonel be ever happy.” 

About this lime rumours b^an tb be circulated in Ebiiry 
that a medical gentlpmahy .^ho i^as formerly in practice in 
Ht, was about to return. . 

You had better t^ke care of ^ouf p’s and q’s,” cried old 
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FJockrtway one day to Mr. Rice. “ If it's true that Ailsa 
is coming back, I wouldn’t give a hundred a year for tUp 
practice that will be left for Mr, Castonel.” 

“ How so ? ” demanded the assistiint-.surgeon, wlio bad 
been a stranger to the place when hlr. Ailsa was in it. 
“ ^fr. Castonel is liked here.” 

“ Likal in other folks’ alxsence,” groaned old Plq^^kaway, 
who was a martyr to gout. “ He lias had nobody to oppbw'. 
Junf, so ha^ had full swing. But just let Ailsa (?ivnc, and. 
von’llsee. All Ehnrv will tell von that C.istouol is not fit 
to ticviis shoe-strings.’ 

“ I suppo.se there is room for both of them.” 

“There'll be morcTOom for one*than the other,” porsisU’d 
the martyr. “If a royal duke came and set up doctoring 
here he'd get no custom against Ailsa.” 

'The news proved true ; and* Mr. Ailsa and his family 
arrived at his house, which had been let during his absence. 
An unassuming, gentleman Ike man, with a placid counte¬ 
nance. “ Littlo Tuck,” his usual appellation, an undersized 
little fellow with a squeaking voice, who had once been an 
apprentice under Mr. Ailsa, wj^s the first to run in to see him. 

“ We are all so glad to see you back, sir,” he said, in¬ 


sensibly falling ‘into liis old, respectful mode of speech. 
“ Mrs. Ailsa is looking well too.” 

“ I am well,” she answerod. “No more need of foreign 
climates for me. ^ But you must have plenty of news to tell 
us about Ebury.” 

“ Oh, law ! ” cckoed little Tuck. “ I shan’t know where 
to begin. First of all, J am living here. Seefind.^psisfemt 
to Mr. Castonel.” c ^ 

' ‘You had set up for youraelf in Brentojjl^wheij I left,” 
observed the surgeon. • „ ‘ ' 

“ Yes, but it didn’t answer,”^rcpli^^r. Tuck, with a 
doleful look. “ I’m afrai(C I kept tw many horses, o So.I 



A WEDDING* TKAL, 


r.85 

thou"lit tUo shortest way would lo to cut it, before aliy 
smash came ; and I sold off and came over herc^ and hired 
myself out to Mr. Castonel.’^ 

** He has played a conspicuous part in Ebury, has ho not, 
this Mr. Castonel ? ” 

• “ Yes, Jie has. lie came dashing down here from London, 
with a (j^b and a tiger and two splendid horses ; and got all 
tjle practice away from poor old Winnington, and mai;i'ied 
his nie^^gainsb his will. When Mr. Winnington died, follro* 

n. was of a broken heart.” 

And then she died, did she not ? ” said IMrs. Ailrff. 

“ She did. Mr. C.jstoncl’s iicyt move was to run away 
with Ellen Leiopster. And ■she died.” * 

^ ’ “ W"hat did they die of ? ’’ asked the doctor. • 

“ I can’t fell you,” replied Mr. Tuck, “ I asked Rice oiie 
day, and hc^said he never'knew ; he could not make it out. 
Thtij had both been ill but were recovering, and went off 
suddenly in convulsions. And how he has married Frances* 
Chavaf^sc.” 

“ I should have felt afraicT fo risk him,” laujrhed iSilrs. 
Ailsa. • 

“ Oil, was sift, though ! ” responded the little man. “ She 
and her mother wisre all cock-a-hoop over it, and have looked 
dow'n on Ebury ever since. They’ll Lardly speak to me in 
the street, Frances served out poor Hurst, I’m afraid. I 
kuffw he was wild after her.” 

“ Wlio is Hurst ? ” 

•“The curate. Poor Mr. Leicester is no longer able to 
4k® ^ifllen’s ranning away with Mr. Castonel nearly 
did him up, an^ her death ffuished it. 1 fear he is on hj^ 

* last legs.”^ . * 

“ What sort of a mau'is thife Mr. Castonel ? Do you like 
him ? ” • . • 

“/ don’t. I don’t understand l!im.^’ 

• • 

2yj 
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“ Not understand him ? ” 


“ I don’t,” repeated Mr, Tpck^ wjth ii very decided shal«p 
of the head. “ I don’t under^iipjnd tujn, , Ho has a took of 
the eye that’s queer. I wish you would take mo on as 
assistant, Mr. Ailsa. I’d ceme to you for the half he gives 
me. You’ll get plenty ^of practice back, * People will be'- 
glad to return to you ; for, somehow, Mr. Oastcmcl pas gone 
do^vu in favour. They talk more about that strange womarL*’ 
Mr. Ailsa looked up. “What are yoii speakin^^f ? ” 
i^'’"Well, when Mr, Castonel first came down here &!.'■• 
folio™} him, and bi'ought a maid witnher, and she has 
lived ever since in Beech cLodge, Squire Ilardadck’s game- 
keeper’s, formerly.” * * ' r 

“ AYliO'is she ? ” 

There’s the puzzle. She is young, and vefy handsome, 
and quite a lady. iSlr. Castorief gives out that it’s a re¬ 
lation. lie goes to sef her, but nobody else does.” 

“ Curious! ” remarked IVIj. Ailsa,, 

“ By the Avay, you rememb^U Mary Shipley, ma’au? ? ” 

“ Yes, indeed,” returned*Mrs. Ailsa. “ Mary was a good 
girh I would have taken hsr.abroad with me, if she could 
have left her father.”. ' 

“ liucky for her if you had, ma’am,” Was the blunt re¬ 
joinder of Mr. Tuck, ** for she has gone all wrong.” 

“ Gone wrong I Mary ? ” 

“ And Mr. Castonel gets the blan\c. But he is si sly 
fellow, and,some people think him a laml). Mary tells! 
‘nothing, but she^ippears to be sinking into a decline.” » 

“ r am grieved to hear this,” returned Mrs.^Ail^, A* * 
juother was nurse at the Hall wdieu we children, and 
she named Mary after ®me.” . . - " - , 

“ It appeal’s to me,” observM Mr. Ailsa, arousing himself 
from a reverie, “th^t your friend Mr. Castonel lias n(^ 
brought happiness to Eb^i]^,*take if all in « •_ 
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“ He has brouglit plenty of unhappiiiess and plenty 
> ^j[ejtth,” replied Mr. Tuck. don’t say it is liis fault,” 
added*thc little man, but it^s certainly bis misfortune.” 

» • 

“ What a row there is over this Ailsa ! ” exclaimed Mr. 
•Castouel. as he sat down that same night with his wife. 
“Tuekjooked in just now, dancing mad w'ith excitement, 
Iftcaase ‘ Mr. Ailsa was come, and he had been in ta see 
.him.*^J5iho is Ailsa, pray ? ” ^' 

lou know, OerVase; you have often heard o^Ci/v, 
lately,” replied Mrs. Gastonel, answering the lettevTabher 
than the spirit of the words, “ ]^very one is saying he will 
take your practice from yon j even mamma thinks he will 
..jirove a formidable rival,” • 

‘*What«iS there in him to be formidable?” slightingly 
returned Mt. Gastonel. I’ll sew him up, dances, as I did 
old Winnington.” * . ^ 

,, “ If you mean to imply ruin by ‘ sewing^up,’ I think not,”* 
laughed Mrs. Gastonel., has a large fortune, and his 
wife is connected with half the ‘great people of the county. 
Slu) was Miss Hardwick, of tbc Hall, and ,the nicest girl in 
the world.” • , 

The popular opinion as to Mr. Ailsa's success was not 
groundless; fo?r of eighteen patients who fell ill in the 
next tliree weeks, counting rich and poor, seventeen of them 
weht to Mr. Ailsa, tjl^ough he never soliciteil a single case. 

How the world Would get on without gossip few. people 
can tell. One day Mm, Major Acre, wlufVas by no means 
^ a cautious woman,# paid a visit ter Mrs. 
Gastonel. “ ]S!pw,,my dear,” she said to Frances, “ I shouWL 
recommend Mr. Gastonel to call Aili& out.” 

•Frances glanced at.her with an amused look. “ Oh, the 
.patients will come back to qny. husband. They will not all 
remain* with James Ailsa.”. . 
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***! dau*t mean tliafc,” returned Mi*s. Major Acre. “Some 
stupid people have gone over to him, but you can’t call a 
man out for the caprices of others. No, my dear’. But 
James Ailsa has made very free remarks upon yot\r 
husband.” 

‘‘Indeed!” 

“It seems Mrs. Ailsi\ has wormed out of Mary^^ShipIcy 
whq it was tliat led her into mischief—^you know tl\e 
'Hardwicks always took an interest in those Shij^^Qj^s—and^ 
confessed to Mrs. Ailsa what she never wo’tiZ^o 
any oK^ else.” 

“ Aim who was it ? ” asked Frances. 

“ Mr. (’astonel.” ' • • 

A vivid fire rushed into the cheeks of Fmnces. 

Ahd I hear Ailsa declares that, liad he lieea, in Ebuiy 
tit the time, he should Jiavc taken upon himself to bring 
^[r. Castonel before the justice^ for it: They have forbidden 
4 her to let him go there any baoro.” 

“ He does ii(Jt go there,” cried Frances, vehemcntlv. 

“I wouldn’t take an oatlf one way or the other, but if lie 
kIocs, child, he wouldn’t bo likely to tell you,” observed the 
senseless old lady. “ There’s no answering* fur men. My 
dead husband hacl a saying of his own, that he "was fond of 
treating his brother officers to, ‘ I)o anything you like, boys, 
but never let the women know it.’ Meaning us wives, my 
dear.*’ * *- * 

prances sat as one stupefied. 

,' “And now I sm going on to your mamma’s, and—”. 

“ Oil, pray do not ^ay anything of this*to ..^larmn^ , 
internipted Frances, rising in excitement. “She would 

write word to papa, and- Pray do not, Sirs. Acre I ” 

“ As you please, cldld. Jf I»don’t*, other peopleVill. . It’s 
known all over Eburv.” • 

Wlien Mr. Castofiel Imtercd, Ifraiices met liim with* 
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passion. You have deceived me throughout! ’’ she criecT— 

** you have deceived papa! And rather tlian l)^ a dupe, I 
w.oul(f leave you and go home to live again. Papa would 
not let me remain here. I know his sentiments. He spoke 
to me about this very subject, and begged me not to marry 
• you till it was cleared up. I will not remain here.” 

Mr. flastonel looked, as the saying is, ’taken by storm. 
‘fWhat on earth is the matter, Frances ? I am guilty of 
.no 

vocation will only make mattere worse. Oh, '’b ^ 
go mad I I shall go mad ! To think that people sl^/ild Ijc 
able to say the same of me that^ they did of Caronne Hall 
and Ellen Leicester ! ” • • 

^ Mr. CastonePs countenance flushed red, and tHen became 
deadly paid! He faltered forth, rather than spoko~“ .\nd 
what did they say of Carolme and Ellen ? ” 

“ That you neglected them for oLhei’s.” 

^, “ Oh I ” The perfectly negligent tone of the ejaculation^ 
and the relieved and Jialf-jnocking face, did not tend to 
calm the auger of Mrs. Oastouel. 

. “ I -know the truth now abotit Maiy Shipley. It lias been 
disclosed to lOi to-day. Papa questioned you ou that report 
himself, and you*denied that there was any truth in it.” 

“ There was no truth in it,” was the calm reply of IVIr. 
Castonel. *‘Why did you not tell me what you meant 
before exciting yotRraelf thus, Fi’ances ? J could have re¬ 
assured you.” 

• We Will leave Mr. Castonel to his •reassmang, merely 
^bs^viqj^ thSt lie did succeed in hi^task; and so fully, that 
his wife was ye^y to go down on her knees for having 
doubted Jiim.. Verily he possessed* some subtle power, (fid 
Mr. Castonel. 

June came in, and strange, st-rangc to say, news went out 
to.Ebury of theillncs»of Mrs. ClastAicl. Strange, because 
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her symptoms were the same as those wlpch had attacked 
Mr. Castond’s first and second wives, destroying prospects 
of an heir. ' '. 

Mrs. Chavasse arrived in hot haste. Frances laughed at . 
her perturbation. ** You have sent for Mr.'Ailsa, of cqui’sc,” 1-/ 
said Mrs. Chavasse. ' ■ 

“Mr. Ailsa shall attend ho wife of mine,” was tl^o deter-.; 
mined rejoinder of the surgeon. I’ll see him in his coflSfi 

“.listen, Mr. Castonel. Yon have lost two, wives ; 

Jiave ^nn through negligence in not having good .advice ; I 
know na:. Yon shall not Ipse my daughter if I can prevent 
it. Not an hour shall go over without further advice.” 

“ Call in any medical i<,ian yon please, except Ailsa,” said^- 
Mr. Castonel. “ I should wish it done.” ' 

“You have taken a prejudice against him,” retorted Mrs. 
Chavasse. “ None are so desirable, because he is on the 
.spot.” " 

“Ailsa shall^never darken my 4oors. I will send an 
express to the county town ‘for one or other of the physi¬ 
cians. Which will you have 2 ” 

Dr. Wilson,” answered Mrs. Chavasse. “ And meanwhile 
let Mr. Rice come in.” - 

So it was done. Mr. Rice paid a visit to Mra. Castonel, 
and declared she was in no danger whatever. 

“I hope not,”,said Mrs. Chavasse. ^*1 think not. But 
past events are enough to terrify me.” 

“ True,” assented Mr. Rico. ' 

S ' ‘ S' ^ 

Dr. Wilson came m t^e course of the day.' ‘'■^No.fiangfer*”" ^ 
he said; just as Mr. Rice had done. : ' . 

The following day, however, Mm^ CasliOUfel wa^ wor$e ; / 
and the day after that her.life'^wa^'despaired pf. Her own ’ 
state of excitement contributed utd the danger.., She; .Wolfe 
up that mornii^ frotn^i ddze; ^^nd whether she diad dnliht 
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> anything to terrify her was uncertain, but she started u^ibin 
bed, her eyes glaring wildly. Mr. Gastonel was then alone 
with her. ’ 

« * , ^ 

“ Oh, Gervase, I am in danger! I know I am in danger! ” 
“ My dear, no.’* For of course it was his duty to soothe 
her. Calm yourself, Frances.** 

' Oh I ” she cri(.d, clasping him in deep distress, “ can I be 
going fo die ?\ Must I indeed follow Ellen Leicester ? I 
who have thought nothing of death—who deemed it so far 

“ Be quiet, Frances; I insist upon it,** he ang’’dy ex¬ 
claimed. “ You will do yourself incalculable misc^^^f .** 

“ What mil my (Uom he?, Gervase,-do you remember my 
dream ? What have I done that i should be cut off in the 
^midst of jiny happiness ? But not without warumg^i That 
dream was .my warning, and I neglected it! ’* 

Frances-’* • 

^ “Yet what had they doncj Carbliue and Ellen? Oh, 
'Gervi^c, save me! what will you do witlmut me? Save 
me, save me I Let not this*teBrible fate he mine.’* 

.Mr, Gastonel strove to hpld her still, but she shook 
terribly ; and* as to stopping her words, lie might as well 
have tried to stem a torrent in its course. • 

“ The grave! the grave I the grave for )m I I who have 
lived hut in pleasure! ” 

My dear Frances, what are you raving about ? Tf you 
have lived in pleasure, it has been innocent pleasure.” 
jV. “Oh'yes,, innocent in itself. If I h/gl but thought of 
•God withitf striven to please Him; and I never did*! 
Thm lay theljin j not in the pleasure. Oh, save me I 
Fetch Dr. Wflson. T must not'die*** * 

= - They ?almei her after ayhile, and for a day or two her 
. life hung upon a thread.^ - Then she began to get slowly 
* b^ei^ ‘ they wetp anxioiis ^apeftstill, those around her 
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beiside, her huslwiiuVs, Lcr mother’s, good old Mrs. Muff’s ; 
for they remembered it was when they were apparently re^ 
covering that the firet and the second Mrs. Castondl had 
died.. A few more days, and Frances sat up in her dressing- 
room, gay as ever. All danger was really over, and Mrs. 
Chavasse returned home. 

“Gervase,” she said, taking her husband’s han^ “how 
foolish I was to frighten myself! ” *. 

you were, Frances. But you would not Jj^on to, 
me t^mn, when I told yon so.” 

“ lAnay go into the drawing-room to-morrow, and see 
visitors,\uay I not ? ” 

“ To be sure you iiiay.” ^ ^ 

“ Then ring the Ijell,^,please. I must send Hannah to 
order rae a very pretty cap.” * , 

It was Ml’S. Muff who answered it, not Hannah, ^fr. 
Castonel left the room as she came in.* 

“I am to go into the drawing-room to-morrow,” sai(]i 
Mrs. Castonel. * “ Do you know it ? ” 

“ Yes, ma’am. I heard Hft*. Jlice say you might.” 

“ And admit visitors.” , 

« 

“ I did hot hear him say that, but I should think there’s 
no reason against‘it,” replied the housekeeper. 

“ So I’ll tell you what I want done,” added Mrs. Castonel. 
Hannah must go to the milliners’ and desire them to send 
me some aftemoqjii caps, to choose one ft’om. If they hd^e 
none ready they must make me one. Something simple and 
elegant. Shall I have it trimmed with white or pink ? ” • 

Mrs..Muff thought pipk, as her mistress wa§ jus^,nojf s.d^, 
pale. c- 

'*Yes, pink; nothing suits my complexipn b(j well as 
j)iiik,” cried Frances, all hei^oldp vanity in full force. ** Send 
Hannah immediately. I am impfltient to try it on.”., 

The cap came, but ndb iiiftil Aight, and Frances had a g^^i^s 
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^ * bronght to her, and sat figuring off before it, declai-ing sfiie 
had never looked so well; if she were but a little older, she 
’ w;ouId*take to caps for good. Mr. Castonel looked on, and 
* laughed at her. 

“ It is getting time for you to bo in bed, Frances,” he 
•said. “.You must not presume too much upon your re- 
f covery.J^ 

^ • “I am not tired in the leaet,” she replied. “I wiU not 

. ,go until I have had my supper. I never felt better.” . 

* ^ ^ y^iJo you know who they say is dying ? ” he resumed. 

“No.” 


“ Mr. Leicester.” 

“ Mr. Leice^er ! ” 

“It is thought to be his last ^ight. So, I l^par, is the 
opinion ofliis friend and chum, Ailsa.” 

Mrs. Castonel did not 'like the tone. “ Poor man I poor 
Mr. Leicester! ” she Sighed. “ Well, they have had their 
^ghare of eoitow. How papa and mamma would have grieved, 
for mp : I have thought of it since my illilfess ; and we are 
many of ns, whilst Ellen was "their only child. I wonder 
who will have the living? *I hope it pll be some nice 
sociable young pci-son.” 

“ I hope it will be anybody rather than*Mr. Hurst," said 
the surgeon, spitefully. 

“What happy days we shall have together again, Ger- 
va^e!” she went dh. “What should you have done if I 

• ‘ haddiedi” 

* 

. • “ The best I could,” answered Mr. Castonel. 

• C*. moment Mrs. Muff cany in with a light.supper 

for her mistrpssi and remained with her whilst she took it, 
Mr. Oasjonel .descending to his Ltboratory. As she was 
cawying down the waiter itgaip, a ring came to the door- 
^ bell, and John brushed past to answer it. 

* Jtk. Castonel at h^mc ? ”, 



394 


ME. OASTONEL. 


•“ Safe and sound,” was the tiger’s rejoinder, for the 
applicant was a page in buttons of his acquaintance. 

** Then lie must come as fast as be can pelt to tuissis. 
She’s in a fit.” 

. “You are wanted at Mrs. Major Acre’s directly, sir/’ 
said John, hastily entering the laboratory. “ She’s took in < 


a fit.” 


Mr. Castonel had taken out one of the little drawers-*; 
tot John’s amazement. For the lad had always ^lievcd^ 
that particular drawer to be a sham drawer. There 
to be a paper or two in it, and a phial. The latter the' 
surgeon Jield in his hand, and in reply to the message he 
muttered something,* which, to .John’s cars^ sounded very 


like strong language. 


“ I never knew, sir, as that drawer opened. I»-:— ” ^ 

^‘BegoneI” thundered Mr. .Oastonel, turning on his 
servant a look so full of evil, that the young man bounded 
backwards some yards. * > 

“Am I to go anywhere?” he stammered, not under-' 


standing. 


“ Uo out and find ^[r, raved his master, ‘i Seqd 

him to Mrs. Acre^s.” « 

Scarcely had .Jbhn departed, when there came a second 
messenger for Mr. Castonel. “ If he did not go at once, 
Mrs, Major Acre w^ould be dead,” Thus pressed, lie took 
his hat and hurried out, after waiting a minute to put' 
things straight in the laboratory. Mr. Rice, however, had 
arrived at Mrs. Major Acre’s, aind Mr. Castonel returned 
llorae., ' * .* ** 

On the following "morning, Mrs, Leicester and lifr. -filsa* 
stood around the rector’s dying bed. fie* lay partially 
insensible : had so lain ever since’ dayjight. “1)5 you pat 
think Dr. Wilson late ? ” wlnspe^ Mrs. Leicester. ft: 
half-past seven.” 
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“I expected him befote this,” replied ]Mr. Ailsa. “ B«t, 

< dear Mrs. Leicester, he can do no good.” 

. ” I%now it,” she answered, through her tears.* 

At that moment there rang out the deep tones of the 
passing-bell, denoting that an immortal soul had been called 
• away. Pne of the chamber windows was open, to admit 
air, and the sound came booming in from the opposite 
ohui’ch. It aroused the rector. 

“Have my people mistaken the mojnont of my de- 
?” ho murmured. “Or is that one of my fellow- 
brethren is c^led with me ? ’’ 

Mrs. Leicester leaned over him, and gently spoke, her 
car having nojed the strokes niore accurately than that of 
fhe dying man. “ It must be, I fpr, for Mrs. Atfro. It is 
^or a \voip«n.” 

“ I fancy not for Mrs. Acre,” observed ^tr. Ailsi\. “ Sir. 
Rice left her, last night, out of danger,” 

It was striking out now, fast and loud. Mrs. Leicestei; 
noticed her husband’s aimous eye. “Who goes with 
me ? ” he panted—“ who *gfles with me ? ” and, just 
then,-little Tuck stole into, the room,^with a whitened 
face. 

“ Who is the hell tolling for ? ” asked Mrs. Leicester, 

“ For Mrs. Castonel. She died in the night.” 

With a sharp cry, the rector struggled up in bed. What 
feftr, what horror was it that distorted h^i countenance, as 
he grasped Mr. Ailsa*s arm and strove to speak ? They 
never knew, for he fell back speechless, ^ 

\ Wilson he sobbed Mrs. Leicester. 

‘f.'^Vhy is he noi^here ? 

“Hevvill not be long,”'whispered.Mr. Tuck. “He ^a» 
.m(^t outside the village, and^ talg^ to Mrs. Ghavasse. The 
,shock;has brought on an attack.of paralysis. Poor Castonel, 
in a lamentahlo^sfcate,”* . 
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Wliat did sbc die of ? ” inavvcUcd llv» Ailsa. 

“What.did the othei's die of?’’ retorted Mr. Tiicly 
“ Convulsions of some sort. Nobody knows. I "’never 
heard of such an unlucky man.” 

He was interrupted by a movement from Mrs. Leiccst«*r. 
The minister’s spirit had passed away. 
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CHAPTER Yin. 

DAME VArailAN’S WOXDED. 

the brightest day possible, and the sim slione on 
Ebuiy churchyard gaily and hotly. The two funerals had 
been arranged for the same day : but not inteationally. 
The bell had ^lled from’an early hout in the morning, out 
of respect to its regretted ministai-. l^fr. Leicca^cv’s inter¬ 
nment was fixed for ten o’clock, jVIrs. Castonel’s for eleven ; 
consequently, no sooner* had the clock struck nine, than 
;.tragg!crs began to nfove towards the churchyard, and soon 
jjhey increased to groups, and *80011 to a crowd. All Ebury^ 
went, there, and more, tha^ Ebury. They talked to one 
another (as though seeking ah excuse) of paying the last 
tribute of respect to their juauy-years yeetor, but there 
was a more jmwerful inducement in their hcai-ts—that of 
witnessing the funeral of Mr. Castonel’s lA^fe, and of staring 
at him. 

All the well-dressed people, and all who possessed pews, 
eittered the churclt, until it was crammed in every nook, 
scarcely leaving room for the coflSns to ]>nss up the aisle. 
•The mob held possession of the churchyard, svnd there was 
* ijot^ai^inclfof laud, no, nor of 0^ grave, on whicK people 
were not standing. 

They saw it file out of the rectory and cross the road, a 
simple funeral, Mr. Hfirst officiating. The coffin was borne 
by eight labourers, old pairisbioners, and the mourners fol- 
lqwed«with many friends, Squire*Hatdwick, of the Hall, and 
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Mi". Ailsa walking next tlie relatives. And so the body was 
consigned to the ground, and the traces of, the first funtfral 
passed away. ‘ . 

But what was that, compared with the show which fol¬ 
lowed? With its mutes, its feathei-s, its black chariots, 
its hearse, its mourning coaches, its velvet trap]nags, its 
pall-bearers, its trailing-soarfs and hatbands, its whif o hand- 
kcrcJiiiefs! The mutes alone, with their solemn faces and 
stefPs of office, struck dumb the fry of infantry \vho had 
congregated amongst their elders. ,, 

“ Look at him! look at him! ” whispered the mob as 
Hilr. Castouel moved up tl^e path by slow degrees after the 
body, beadle and seiton clearing' the way with difficulty. 

" Don’t hf look white ? ^The handkercher he’s a covering. 
hi3^fac6 wdth ain’t whiter.” 

“ Enough to make him. He-*— ” 

“ Ilush-sh-sh ! See who’s a following of him ! * b’s ^Mr. 

jUhavasse. Sobbing like a child, for all ho he such a greafe. 
stout gentlemaif! ” c"' * 

“ But Mr. Chavasse were sfill in foreign parts, and knowed 
nothing o’ the depth! ” c 
“ They sent him w'ord, I heerd. And he tome over the. 

•r ^ 

sea in a carriage and six, to be in time for it, and got here 
at half-after nine tins morning. How he’s a-crying! ” 

“ And his eldest sou w'alking with him, and Master Arthur 
and the other behind, all crying too. Poor things 1 ” 

“ It seems but yesterday that Miss Chavasse come here iiji 
lyord Eastbury’s l^arriage, like a queen.' Who so proud as 
she, in*her veils and he^j, feathera ? ’-* ^ .,. - . 

, “ Queens die as well as other folks. « ^’s said Mrs. 
Ciavasse won’t be long tifter her. . She have bad a, shocking 
seizure.” \ 

“ AYell, it’s a fearsome thing for the poor young lady to 
' have been cut off so sudden.” . ' « ' 
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were as fearsome a thing for the other two. Aaid 
jrotsc. For Miss Chavasse might have took warning by 
thein,*and not have had him,’’ 

“I know what I know,” mteniipted Dame Vaughan, 
who mcide one of tho spectotoi’^. “ That I should like to 

• clear up,.what it was as did cut ’em off.” 

Munjpirs were arising amongst .the crowd, “ Ay, what 
i^as it ? what took ’em ? ” . 

, “ What took that baby of Mary Shipley’s, as was lying 

* safe and well, oh ray knee two minutes afore it went into 
tlic agony ? ” persisted Dame Vaughan. “ I have not 
forgot that, if others has. The physic I give ^o it was 
supplied from JMr. CastoneVs stock.” • 

* “ I heerd,” broke in a young girl, “ as this Mas. Castonel 
^ied of convulsions.” * • 

‘SSo they all did, so’they all did. The wretch f the 

JUIU*—• 

“Come, come, you women,l’ interrupted a mau, “this^ 
ain’t Jaw nor gospel. Keep civil tongues iipyour heads.” 

But the cue had been given, .the popular feeling arose, 
and hisses, groans, and ill li’ords were poured upon Mr. 
Castonel. H# could not look whiter or more impenetrable 
than be had done before, but be donbtless wished the 
beadle put to the torture for nob forcing a passage more 
quickly that- he might get inside the church. As soon 
a^that object was attain^, the beadle ruslied back amongst 
the crowd, and used his tongue and his stick vigorously; 
and.what with that, and his formidalie cocked-hat, ho 
spcqiBe^ in^nforcing silence. ^ 

Bo Frances, Jirs, Castonel, was laid in her grave, like 
unto the^two fair flowers who,hiid gone before her, and tliV 
pi'ocession returned, ih its *001^:86, and disappeared. And 
the mob disappeared in «ts wake after winding up with 
three groans for Mr. Castonel. • * 
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CHAPTER IX. 

% 

* MU. tuck's triuht. 

*-,r 

The cliiirchyard gradually emptying itself of a mass of 
human beings, for two funerals had taken place there; two 
bodies had been coiisignetl to their parent^earth till the 
grave sliojild yield up its dead. One was that of the rector 
of the. place, a man of ylars and sorrow ; the ofelier that oi' 
a J’onng and lovely woman; and dt was in the last that the 
attraction lay. * 

A gentlcmaTi who lictd attended the funeral of the rector 
*made his way, as the mob dispersed, towards the residence 
of Mr. and Mrs. Chavasse, the parents of the ill-fated young 
lady just interred. It was Mr. Ailsa. He had been, called 
in to Mrs. Chavafee ; for the fearful shock ofjher daughter’s 
death had brought on an attack of paralysis. The medical 
men had no fears for her life, hut they knew she would 
remain a paralyzed cripple; that she had suddenly passed 
from a gay, middle-aged matron, to a- miserable, decrepit 
old woman. 

As Mr. Ailsa*was ])assing down the stairs from her 
6 hamber, a door was pushed open, his hand‘’wa3/^rasped,^, 
and he was pulled into the darkened parlour. It was by 
Chavasse, who tried to speak, but failed, and, sitting 
down, sobbed like a cliild.^ It was’the first time*they had 
met for years ; for, since Ailsa\ return, Mr. Chavasse had 
boon away in Scotland, (ivamining jinto some agri(;ulturar 
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improvements, with the Earl of Easthiuy, to whom he 
l^iid-steward. Tlic news of his daughter’s death had 
brougtit him home. 

‘‘ Oh, Ailsa, my dear friend, could you not have saved 
her ? ” 

I not her attendant,” was Mr. AUsa’s reply. “ Mr. 
Rice ai^ T)r. Wilson no doubt did all they could ; not to 
4 J)eak of her husband.” , 

. “ Is it true that she was recovering ? I know nothing. 

« I only reached here in time for the funeral, and my wife is 
not in a state to give particulars, even if she knows them.” 

** I hear that she was getting yell. She had been ill, as 
you arc probably aware, b*ut had recovered so far as to be 
out of danger.” 

“ Entirely so ? ” 

“ As Mr.* Rice tells me.'’ * 

“ And then she was*taken suddenly with convulsions.” 

Mr. Ailsa nodded. 

“And died. As thc.otheyvives had dietf.” 

Mr. Ailsa sat silent. * 

“ Did you ever hear of three wives, the yives of one man, 
having been thus attacked ? Did you ever hear of so strange 
a coincidence ? 

“ Not to my recollection.” 

“ And that when they were recovering, as they all were, 
that they should suddenly die of convulsions ? ” 

. Mr. Ailsa looked distressed. 

• “ Do ^ou know,” added Mr. Chavassc, Idw'ering his voice, 
»*^*‘.ths thought crossed my mind th^^ morning to stop the 
funeral. But.somchow I shrank from the hubbub it would 
have car^ged : and my grief had such full hold upon me. I 
skid to myself, * If I do cauiSe au inquiry, it will not bring 
my child back to life.’ ” » . ■ 

Very true,” murmured Mr. Ailsa.* 

8 D 
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•“ Had I arrived yesterday, perhaps I slioiild have eiitercd' 
upon it; I am sure I should, had I been here when feho, 
died. Speak your thoughts, Ailsa, between ourselvi^ ; see 
you no cause for suspicion ? ” 

“I do not like to answer your cj nest ion,’* replied Mr. 
Aiisa. “ Gastonel is no personal friend of mine 4 I have * 
never spoken to him: but wo professional men not 
fond of encouraging reflections upon each other.” • 

• “ Have you heard of that business at Thomas Siliploy’s,, 
about the child dying in the strange manner it did ? ” ^ 

** Mrs. Aiisa lias heard the particulars from Mary; and 
Dame Yiaughau seized upon me the other day* and spoke 
of them.” 

w 

“ Welljfivas not that a suspicious thing ? ” 

1 think it was a ver/extraordinary one. BifUtho medf 
cine was made up and sent by Mr. Rice, not by Mr. Oastonel.*' 

“ I’he fact is this, Aiisa. Each e^ent, each death, taken 
^ by itself, would give rise bo no suspicion; but when you 
come to add them together, and look upon them colleuitively,* 
it is then the mind is gtafgered, I wish,” added Mr. 
Ohavasse, musin^gly, «1 kn(;w the full particulars of my 
child’s death : the details, as they took placed’ 

You surely dhn learn them from Mr. Gastonel,” 

Would he tell them ? ” 

Yes. If he be an innocent man.” 

“ If! Do yoji know,” whispered Mr. Ohavasse, that 
they groaned at and hissed him in the churchyard to-dav 
calling him poisoner ? ” 

‘ ‘‘Ko!” 


•• • ** fool I was,” he continued, wring- 

ntg his hands, “ ever t% let her have Oastonel I It was my 
wife worried me into it. ^ilsa^ I must get at the particn^-a 
of her death-bed. I shall not nest until I do. If Ca^dnel 
will not furnish them,»I’ll.ask them pf Mrs. Muff.” , " ' 
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Chavasse remained irresolute all the day. At sunset 
^he stole through the twilight to the house of his son-in-law. 
But IMr. Castonel had also stolen out somewhere, under 
cover of the night. The faithful upper servant and house¬ 
keeper of all the Mrs. Castonels ‘came to him in the din- 
' ing-roojn, and the two sat down and sobbed together. 

“What did she die of ? ” groaned Mr, Chavasse. 

• “Sir,” said Mrs. Muff, “I know no more than you. 
When she went to bed she was as well as I was, anB Jien 
times merrier, talking about a new cap she had ordered, 
and the visitors she would see on the morrow. That was 
about half-past nine, and by eleven we were all in bed in 
the house. In the middle of the night—if you tilled me, 

• I couldn’t tell you the time, for in my flurry I ngver looked, 

' but it ipay have been about tw<^—their bedroom bell, the 

one which is hung by John’s door on the top landing, in 
, case Mr. Castonel is tailed out and wants him in the night, 

^ rang out such a dreadful peal^lond’and long, as brought us 
all gut of our rooms; and master was shouting from liis 
chamber. The oth^s sto^d to put a few things on, but 
I ran down in my night-clothes. Sir, in ten minutes Mrs. 
Castonel wasidead.” * 

“ How did she seem when you got her ? How did 
she look ?' ” 

“She was writhing on the bed in awful agony, screaming 
jihd flingii^ her arms about. Mr. Castonel called it con- 
^ vulsions. I suppose it was. It was just as the other two ' 

• poor young ladies went off. He was in a terrible state, and 

*' threw hims^ on the body afterw^ards, and sobbed as if his 

• * • * * “ 

heart would br^ak.” * 

“ Did she*take anything in the night ? ” • ’ ■ 

'•. “ Nothing, except -some, barley-water. She had drunk 
that, for the glass was eo^pty.’’ 

s/, ?‘Mrs. Muff,” he .wdiispered, tcWng her hand with a 
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bc^cechinjf look, “ do you feel that there has always been 
play ? ” 

“ The merciful goodness knows, sir. I can’t help afsking* 
myself all sorts of ugly cpiestions, and then I am vexed at 
doing it. I know one thing ; that it’s an unlucky house, 
and as soon as to-moiTow comes I take myself out of it, 

J eould not stay. Mr. Castonel owcj me three months’ 
wages, and if he says I have no right to them, forl'eavingt 
wiyidut warning, why, he must keep them, Hannah, neither, 
won’t stay. I had hard work to make her remain for the 
funeral.” 

” You saw thr'ui all after death. How did they look ? ” 

“ I saw them all, and noticed nothing extraordinmy. But 

!Mi*. Castoi ^‘1 Lad the coffins screwed down quickly.” “ 

“ Has anything ever happened to excite your suspicions ? 

‘'I cannot say it has. Though one circumstance has 

been r.iucb in my mind the last few* days. The evening 

of the death of the first lyirs. Castonel, I and Hannah 
^ * 
were seated in the kitchen when we heard a noise iq the 

laboratory. I went to sec,*aifil there was Mr. Castonel, 

who must have stolen downstairs and gone in without noisq. 

He had let fall one of the little dmwers, andj saw a phial 

and a paper or two on the floor. He svas in a fierce 

rage with me for looking in. But the curious part is, 

that he had always passed off that drawer for a dummy 

drawer.” , « 

Mr. Chavasse did not speak. He listened eagerly. 

“And oil the night of your poor daughter’s death, sir,! 
h/i had^got that same drawer out again. Joiin went ln,'< 
and saw him with it, aftd Mr. Castonel—to use the lad’s 
wbfds—howled at him and chivied him back a^ain. ‘ What 
an odd thing it is, Mrs. Muff,i said' he to me, tl^t saip.& 

evening, ‘ that I should always h;|ve took that drawer for 
a sham ! ’ ” • ^ * 
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‘‘ Did you notice him at the drawer when his second ^^ife 
•died, j)Oor Ellen Leicester i" ” 

• “ No. But he may have gone to it every day of his life 
without my seeing him. The curious point is, that lie 
should have been seen at it on these two particular liights, 
and by neither of us at any other time. Oh, sir, whether 
jt haS]rf)cen bad luck, or whether it has been anything 
^vorse, what a mercy if this man had never come, near 
• Ebury! ” • 

“ It would have been a mercy indeed,” echoed poor Sir. 
Chavasse. 

On the follewing afternoon John was in the laboratory, 
jvhen Mr. Rice and Mr. Tuck came in. 

** Her(!’s a pretty state of things,” exclaimed the tiger. 
“ Mother Muff’s gone oflf,’ and Hannah’s gone off, leaving 
me, and master, and Ralph in the, house, to do tlie worlv 
••for ourselves,” 

“ €rone off I ” echoed Mr.^Rice. “ What*for ? ” 

“ You must ask ’em that,” retiu-ned the tiger. “ Hannah 
. skid the house smelt of poisoH.” 

“Psha!” Exclaimed Mr. Rice. “Go with this mivtnro 
to Mrs. Major Acre’s.” 

“ I tell you what,” cried little Tuck, as John went out, 
“ Mr. Castonel will find it no pleasant matter. It must be 
a dreadful cut-up €6 the feelings to have*au inquiry pend¬ 
ing whether you have not carried on a wholesale system of 
jpoisoning.” ^ , 

^ “•What do you mean ? ” cried Ui^r. Rice, staring at him. 

“ Chavasse, is»beut on an inquiry. He has taken son\e 
snspicioji in his head, about foul ^lay. So the body is to’ 
come up, and an inquest to*be held.” 

‘•Mrs. Oastonel’s hodcried Mr. Rice, quickly. 
^^Noitsensc! ” 
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” Ml'S. Gastoncl the thirtl. And if they find anything 
queer, Mr& Castoncl the second and Mrs. CastoneJ the« 
first will follow. While they are about it, too, they may ^ 
disinter that child of Mary Shipley’s.** 

“ Where did you hear a*l this ? ’* demanded Mr. Rico, 
incredulously. 

**Oh, I heard it. IMr. Cbavasse was wavering wer it 
yestei'day, but he has been at the Hall to-day, and laid his* 
suspicions and information before Squire Hardwick. I say, • 
you see this set of drawers ? ” 

“ Well ? ” resumed Mr. Rico, casting up his eyes. 

“ There’s something up, e^bout that top one being a secret 
drawer and not a dummy ; and‘they say it has got some-, 
thing imiife it tliat won’t do to be looked at.*’ 

do not believe it is a drawer,;* observed "Mr. Rice. 

“ L never knew it was.” 

“ Nor I,” rejoined Ijttle Tuck. “ Hand me the steps 
«vill you. ni have a look.” * 

“ Let the steps alone, and^he drawtT too,” said- Mr. 
Rice. “Whether it’s wrong or right, we need not draw 
ourselves into the»affair. Retter keep out of it.” 

“Well, perhaps you are right. What do j^bu thiuk Mr. 
Francis Hardwick said ? ” * 

“ T had ratlujr not hear. Hoiv was old Flockaway ? ” 

“ My! ” ejaculated little Tuck. “ J never wept. I 
forgot it.” 

“Tlien I’ll go now. I supjiose this gossip put it out. 
of your head.” ' 

“It did. T say ihoitgh. Rice, isn’t it a horrid^o^for ‘ 
(isijtoucl?” c ^ 

It must have been a®“ horrid go ” for Mr. Cashel, .t 6 
hear this ; and hear it heedid, for he was seated hutsMe ' 
the open window. Had he placed himself there to listen 7 '\i 
No one had ever knowii hiih to sit doiyn on the l^nch belOr®. 
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Kr. ]^ice left the house, and Mr. Tuck cast his ejeaou 
Jhe drawers. He was a good-natured, harmless little fellow, 
bnb bleed to indulge his curiosity. “Shall I look, or shall 
I not ? ” soliloquized he. “ There’s an old proverb, that 
says * Discretion is the better part of valour.* Oh, bother 
• discretion! Here goes. There’s nobody at home to see me.” 

He the steps against the case of drawers, and mounted 
ftp, his eager hand outstretched. But at that moment a 
. head and shoulders slowly rose before the window, and 
fc Mr. Tuck, ill his fright, and the steps, nearly came down 
together. For it was Mr, Castoncl. 

“ Are you searching for anything ? ” equably Remanded 
^lilr.- Castoncl., • • 

“Nothing, sir,” stammered Mr. Tuck, puttiag up the 
steps verjThumbly. 

“ Oome'out here,” said Mr. Castonel. 

Mr. Tuck went odt. Had he been detected poisoning 
„Mr. Oiistonel, he could hardly have felt more ashamed, more 
imjitetifiably prying, ,Mr. Castonel made iDom for him on 
the bench ^side him. ^ • 

• “ I thought you were out, ijir,” he awkwardly began. 

“ No,” ansftvered Mr, Castonel. ■ “ I sat down here an 
-hour ago, and^* — he coughed — “drop|)ed asleep. Your 
voice, talkfng with Mr. Rice, awoke mo.” 

“ Ob, my heart I ” groaned Mr. Tuck to himself, becom- 
i% very hot. “ must have heard all ^e said. Did you, 
.sir ? ” he asked aloud, following out his thoughts. 

“ Did I what ? ” demanded Mr. Castoncl, turning upon 
hj^siniSter eye,. He knew he had. got him safe—that 
s^plo little JTiipk was no match for him. 

, “.Hejr the—the—stuff—that I and Rice wore sayingV ”• 
heard the stuff 'you were,saying,” curtly rejoined Mr. 
Castonel. * * . • 

y ^f course I ought not toha\^ repeated it, sir j but it 
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wijl be all over the village to-morrow, without me. I am 
very sorry for it.” 

“ So am*I,” responded Mr. Castonel. “ Sorry that fcoplc 
should be such fools.” 

‘‘ And I hope it will be cleared up,” added Mi’. Tuck. 

“ You do not believe there is anything to clear up, do • 
you ? ” almost savagely retorted Mr. Castonel. 

“ I meant tlie reports,” deprecated little Tuck. 

But I asked you if you believe there can be 
to clcjir up ? ” repeated Afr. Castonel. ^ 

“ No, sir, not now that £ am talking with you. I don’t 
know whether J believed it or not, up at tlic TTall. I was 
struck alf in a maze there.”* . • 

“ What l^roiighi you at the Hall ? ” 

They ifent for me.” 

‘MVho?” 

“ Sijuirc Hardwick. No ; stop; *I think it was Mr. 
Chava'Se. Or the two ft^getl^er: I don’t know.” 

•“What for?’; _ _ 

Mr. Tuck hesitated. 

“I am a wnmgfully accused man,” burst forth-Mr.. 
Castonel. “ fh eh you were ready enough, Jjiit now, U) 
accuse me to Rice.# Wlm is it that is asking for a coroner’s 
inquest ? ” 

“ Mr. Chavasse.” 

“ what grounds ? Speak up. Ik)n’t equivocate.*^ 

• “ I am not equivocating, sir,” cried little Tuck. “ And 

as you heard what. I said to Mr. Rice, you know the chief! 
facts. But I don’t like to repeat these things t(f your face.” *, 
“ I wish you to repeat them. I must know what tEey 
chaige me with. An innocent man can listeti to slander 
unmoved. , . ' ^ 

“And you are innocent!*’ crie^ Mr.' Tuck, brightening 
up. 


t • 
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“ Innocent! Innocent of the death of my dear wiv«s I 
} would have died to sa\'e them.” 

. “ T^en rU tell you all I did hear, sir,” answered simple, 
credulous little Tuck. “Mr. Chavassc has got something 
in his head about Mrs.-your late wife.” 

• “ Got what ? Hpcak out.” 

I 

“ Hc^uys he wants to prove whether she came fairly by 
fier death. Perhaps,” added Mr. Tuck, in a conciliating 
, tone, for he did shrink from his present task—“ perhapsdie 
-feai-s something may have been given to her by mistake.” 

“ No innuendoes,” was the rough answer. “ I shan’t 
wince. He fears I may have j)oisoned her, thj^t’s what 
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“ Well,” warmly cried little Tuck, “/ don’t feap it now.” 

* “ Who.tt'cnt to Francis Hardwiftk’s ? ” • 

• 

“ Mr. Chavassc was thfire, and they had me up, and Mrs. 
^Iiifif; and the Squire asked Mr. Ailsa to be present, that 
might judge whether there# were medical grounds to go^ 

upon,' And Dame VaijghaiLcamc up- 

“ Why did not Francis Hardwick have the whole parish 
up ? ” angrily interrupted the* surgeon. ^ 

“ Dame Va«ghan was not sent for. She went of her own 
accord. Mr. Chavasso had met her in the morning, and 
asked her something, and she went up. It was about those 
powders that she complained, when IMary Shipley’s child 
dild. She had nothing to say about Mi;s. Custonel. She 
yowed those pow^ders w'cro poison.” 

• “ Mr, Rice made them up and scut them, whatever they 

“ But Dame .Vaughan sitid Mr. Castouel might have 
changed^what lilr. Rico made up. »Slie said, in fact, she’d' 
flhnost be upon her oath he d^, and that she had asked 
John, who said it was Mr» Castonel gave the powders into 
hjs hand, and that Mr. Rice was i< 0 t present. Mr. Ailsa 



410 


MR. CASTONEL. 


s:ifd lie never heard a woman go on so, and tho Squire 
threatened, to turn her out of the justice-room unless 
(k)uld be calm.” 

“ Bid you hear her ? ” 

“ Of course not. They had us in, one at a time, to the 
justice-room—^as the poor call it. The Squire and Mr. 
Ailsa sat together at the table, and Mr. Chavassijj sat on 
that Jow bench under the window, with his head bent on 
to‘his knees. Dame Yaughan has an awful tongue. She. 
said she was an “old fool ; and, if she had not been one, the 
wickedness would have been brought to light at tho time,” 
Mr. Ojwtouel looked np gharply. “ She is a fool. What 
did she mean ? ” ‘ 

‘•■\yhy,fshe said she gave the remaining four powders 
int^ your Lauds, after fae baby died; aiuhlcf»you take 
them into the yard, by yourself,* at Shipley’s ‘cottage, so 

that you had plenty of ,tiine to—to-” 

• “To what ? Speak out, Jsay again.” „ 

“ To walk off with the prison,, and leave wholesome 
l)Owders in its stead. She said, also'—7 ” 

“Go on,” laujjjhcd Mr. Castoncl, apparently quite at Iris 
case. Much more so than his assistant, wlio spoke with 
frequent hesitation. ' 

“ That you must have planted youi’sclf purposely in the 
hoy’s way, who went after you, so as to run down to 
Thomas Shipley’s and secure the pois8n, before Mr. Rice 
or anybody could come.” 

, “She’s a lady f” ironically uttered Mr. Castonel.' 

“Shn is that,” resp^ded little Tuck. “She protfeted' 
^ shg would dig the baby up with her own l^nds, without 
any spade, if the magistrates would but go into th|[ matter. 
Squire Hardwick told her it wdk quite an after consideration 
whether they went into it at all,%nd that it had nothing to. 
do with the subject uiftlcr^iotice,” « . • 
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** I’ll ‘ dig ’ her ! ” uttered Mr. CastoueL “ What (hd 
4hey ^sk Mrs. Muff ? ” 

• “ I don’t know what they asked her, hut I believe she 
was cautious, and couldn’t or wouldn’t say one way or the 
other whether she suspected or not. Oh—and who else' do 
you think came to the Hall ? ” 

^ “ All^bury, probably.” 

• “ Mrs. Leicester.” 

' “ Mrs. Leicester ! Who next ? What did she want 

“Mi* 3. Leicester, in her widow’s weeds*. She was in 
there, ever so long, with Mr. Chavasse, and the Squire, and 
Ailsa. Mr. Chavasse had been Jto the rectory liad an 
■jhterview with her in the’ liiorning, and she came up. We 
gathered that she objected to Ellen—to Mi’s. Cits—to the 
remains tJ her daughter being disturbed, and that *Sqi\iro 
Hardwick promised that they should not be, unless the ends 
of justice peremptorily demanded it^” 

•• “ What questions did they altk you ? ” , 

“They asked me very f^w', because I had nothing to 
tell,” replied little Tuck. “When Mr. Chavasse found 
that 1 had not interfered with his daughter’s illness, in 
fact had not leen her, he said he \ras sorry to have troubled 
me ; that they ought to have had Mr. Rice up instCivl.” 

“ Have they written to the coroner ? ” 

“I don’t know, I’m sure. Squire Hardwick said the 
affair looked gravdly suspicious, and tlmt an inquest wiis 
indispensable. He said—shall I tell you what else he said, 
sir?” 

. “iTefl-! COUl'SC.” ^ 

“ His opiiyoEfc was, that the fact of three young wives 
dying .i^ sO sudden and mysterioufe a manner afforded un- * 
common scope for doubt, fiven* without the attendance of 
other, suspicious circumstahccs*.” 

..“What ^other?’”• . • • 
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■^‘That’s more than I can say. Unless he meant what 
that beldame, L)ame Vaughan, set afloat.’* • 

“Tush!” scornfully retorted ^ilr. (I'astonel, And thou 
he sat for some minutes in a reverie. Little Mr. Tuck rose. 

“ Do you wiint me any longer, sir ? I have not had my 
tea.” 

“ No,” said the surgeon. “ Have you told all ? 

“ Jlvery word, sir.” 

What were you sa) ing to Mr. liico about that case of • 
drawers ? ” returntid ]\Ir. Castonel, half turning his head - 
towards the spot whore they stood. 

“ Oh, I forgot that; I ,did indeed. Some of them say 

that topmost drawer fs nob a-=• ^ \ 

“ Don’t f.poak so vaguely. Who?” ^ 

“I’nl blest if I know Vho,” said ^Ir. Tuck, %fter con¬ 
sidering. “ They asked me, and 1 said I always’ took that 
topmost drawer to be a dummy, but they say it is not; 
Jihat there’s something insidfe it, and that you had it out. 
the evenings th?it your wives jied. . Of course they meant 

to insinuate that—that-^ 

“ That I keep a^uhtle j^oLsoa in it,” sneered ilr. Castouei, 

“ and have been dealing it out iii doses. Any*more ? ” 

“ That is all, sir.” 

“ Good. You need not say, outside, that yon have told 
me this. I am glad I know who my enemies arc.” 

“ I will not say •a word to any one, sirj” earnestly replied 
the little man. “ You may rely upon me. Good evening.”. 

^ Mr. Tuck departed. Mr. Castonel remained on the bench.’ 
As the ‘former hastened^ up the street, thinking an ' 
aspersed man the surgeon was, he cncounter 4 }d JVIr. Ailsa. 

“ Now I’ll just ask the question,” thought he.^ “ I’m 
sure if I can let Castonel ki^ow"anything certain, it is W'hsit* 

I ought to do, with so many against him. I say, sir,” 
quoth he aloud, “have ftiey^written to*the coroner yet*? ” 
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“ Not yot. Mr. Francis Hardwick wished to confer wkh 
a brother magistrate first. Mr. Chavasse did not consult 
Ljm ift his magisterial capacity, but as a friend. * lie-” 

“ Are you sure ? ” interrupted Mr. Tuck. 

“ Quite sure. If any magistrate has to interfere, it will 
not be .my brother-in-law: he is acting solely as Mr. 
Chavase’s private friend.” 

T “ Perhaps it is not decided that there will lx* any inquest,” 
,said Mr. Tuck, briskly. • 

“ Oh yes, that is decided; Mr. Chavasse demands it The 
coroner will be written to to-morrow.” 

“ Do you know, Mr. Ailsa, I do believe C^istoiiel is as 
junocent as you or I.” • • 

“ I hope he is. It will be a most horrible blow to all 
|5arties iutftrested, should the contyaiy be proved.” • 

“ Ho says ho would have, died to save his wives. Oh, he 
must be innocent.” * 

“I heartily wish he may bc.j Good evening. I am on, 
my \^y to see Mrs. Chavasse.” 

“ Will she get better ? ” * 

Better. But never welh’V 

• • 

James Ails^ continued his way, and Mr. Tuck continued 
his. But suddenly he stopped and ruminated. 

“ Suppose I go back, and tell Castonel at once 1 That 
would be one grain of comfort. I know I should want a 
goed many grains ifr I were in his shoes.” , 

■ So he turned back to the house of Mr. Castonel. But 
instead of ringing at the front door, and bringing Mr. 
^^CastoneJ to (^en it, he walked round to the side of the 
' house and tried the back garden door, which, as he knew, 
was occasionally left unlocked, though against orders. Tt 
waq open* and Mr. Tuck went in^ Mr. Castonel was not on 
the bench then, and Mr. €^uck entered the house by the 
"‘little dpor next the surgery, * • • 
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c The first objec.t he saw was Mr. Castonel, mounted on the 
very steps, as he had been, and in the vciysame place. And 
he held the **dummy” drawer in one hand, and grasped 
some papers and a phial with the other. 

“ Hallo! ” cried Mr. Castonel, dashing tlic papers and 
phial into it, and the drawer back into its place, as he.. 
rapidly descended, “ how did you get in ? I heard you go ’ 

came in by the garden door.” 

“ IVho has done that ? Who has dared to leave it im- ^ 
fastened ? ” luvcd Mr. Castonel, with his awful glare. 

That glare had never yet been turned upon Mr. Tuck. 
He did'not like it, and he confessed afterwards that he felt 
iis if ho ^ould prefer to be safe outside the house, rathdr 
than Alone in it with Mr. Castonel. He had the presenH^e 
of mind (he called it so) to speak in a (uirelcss tone. 

“ One of the servants, no doubt. ^ Veiy stupid of them, 
for boys may get in arid steid the goosebciTies, little odds to 
them whether ^.hey arc green or ripe. I came back, to tell 
you, sir, that they have not wlltten to the coroner. I met 
Mr. Ailsa as I left here, and put the question to him point- 
blank, and he said they had not; so I thoi^ght you might 
like to know it.c He told me something else too, that Mr. 
Chavasse did not formally lay a charge before Mr. Francis 
Hardwick, be only consulted him as a friendr.” 

“ Oh! ” cried Mr. Castonel. » * 

f * 

** ^fr. Ailsa supposes they will write to the coroner to- • 
morrow,” added*.Mr. Tuck. “But to-day is one day, arid 
'to-morrow is another; and before to-niorrCrW comes they^ 
may change their mind, sir, and let the matter drop.” ‘‘ 
"'“They may write if they choose,” said Mr. Castonel; ' 
“ I want no favour from them. I ’have been foloing that 
di’awer out, Tuck,” he continued with a cough, “ and ‘find 
there’s a paper of ma^nesja m it, and some hartshorn in a ** 
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They must have been there for ages. Ever siiieo 
the dra'wers were appropriated when I first came into the 
house** 

“ Tiien yon never did l)avc it put, as* they say ? eagerly 
cried Mr. Tuck. 

“Xot.that I have any recollection of. I suppose its not 
being uj^ must have caused the impression to get abroad 
Aat it was a dummy di’awer. Had any curious person 
.applied to me upon the point, I could have told them it was 
ml a dummy.” 

“ It looks like a dummy,” rejoined Mr. Tuck. “ It has 
no knob and no lock to it, like the others. Why has 
jt not ? ” , 

“ How should I know why ? ” retorted Mr.^ Oastonel. 

[ did make the drawers.” 

.‘‘Well, air, good evening once more,’* concluded liftlc 
Tuck. “I thought you might like to hear that them’s 
^pothing yet but smoke in the npittcr.” 
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A SMALL, but pr.^lty cottugo, built in the form of a lodge 
and so called, stood alone amidst trees, which netirly sur¬ 
rounded a whole grove of them, thick and lofty. Had 
the trees possessed Imman ears,'they might,have detectc^^ 
sounds, la^^ that night, inside the cottage : uuusuarsounds of 
dispute, and then commotion, and then distress ;* and after¬ 
wards the outer door was flung opOn, and a woman-servant 
sprang out of it with a smothered shriek, took her way at 
^utmost speed towards Ihe \^llage, and rang a loud peal al*, 
the lodgings of •Mr. Rice. Th^t gentleman was just uu the 
point of stepping into betf. *116 turned to the window, 
opened it, and looked out in his night-sbirt. 

“ It’s here, isn’t it, that Mr. Castoncl’s partner lives ? ” a 
woman breathles^y uttered. ' 

“ That’s near enough. Yes. What’s wanted ? ” 

“ Oh—I did not know you in the flurry, sir. Please to come 
j this instant to Iklij Oastonel. There’s not a moment to losll.’* 
“ To Mr. Oastonel I Where ^ ” 

“ He is dowm 'at Beech Lodge. !Makc haste, sir, or he 
may be dead before you come.” 

^ “ He dead! Mr. Oastonel I What in ^he^world is the 
• matter with him ? ” 

' ^ 

“ Poison, I believe. Please Icp bring your remedies for it;’^ 
“ Here ”—for she w'as striding* aw'ay—“ what description 
of poison ? ” 
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“ I can’t tell. You liad better come and see, sir, instead 
of wasting time.” 

. Full of consternation and alarm, Mr. Rice hurried on a 
few clothes carelessly, and rushed out only half dressed; Uc 
rang at JMr. Castoncl’s. 

“ Law bless us ! ” cried Jolin, in liis surprise, as he flung 
open tl^ door, “ I didn’t expect you, sir ; I thought it was 
dnaster. I’m a sitting up for him.” 

, IMr. Rice vouchsafed no answer, he was too hurried. He 
collected what he wanted from the surgery, and tiirnetl to 
the door again. 

“ Do you know anything of master, sir, whethej he ain’t 

coming hpme ? ” demanded the'*tiger, looking with 
curiosity at the signs of Mr. Rice’s hasty toil\t and his 
Equally Inf&ty movements. ^ 

“Your master is ill. *He has .been taken ill at Beech 
Lodge. Where’s Ralph ? ” 

“ He’s gone to bed, sir.” 

“ Call him up to miiid tUe^house, and yoit come after me 
down there. You may be u§effll.” 

. Away sped Mr. Rice again. . Just hefoi^ he turned off to 
the fields, he «nct Mr. and Mra. Ailsa, near to the gate of 
their own house.* They were walking hoifie from the Hall. 

^ What’s the matter ? ” cried Mrs. Ailsa. 

“ I can’t stay to tell you,” was Mr. Rice’s hurried answer, 
without arresting Ws steps. “ I fear Cast^uel has destroyed 
Jiimself, One of those women has been up to me from 
Beech Lodge. He is there.” 

f' “ J wdljl go^ith you ; I may be of service,” eagerly crie& 
Mr. Ailsa. “ H^w many more tragedfes arc we to have 
Mary, mj dear, can you ran in alone ? ” 

Oh. yes, yes, James lose no Jtime.” 

The, two women—the j^ung- and handsome lady, about 
'whom 80 much mysterjc had existed, «nd the woman-servant 
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— \foi‘e standing outside the Lodge, looking out fot Mr* 
Rice, when the surgeons approached. 

“ You are too late.” 

'rhoy did not know which spoke, they pressed on indoors. 
Mr. Rice half turned his head at a iipise behind him. It 
was the tiger, galloping down. In the small sitting-room, 
stretched on the floor, between the table and the fijjcplacc, 
W'ris ^Jr. Castonel. Head. ^ 

The servant followed them into the room. Not so her 
mistress. 

“ Too true ! ” uttered Mr. Rice; “ he has committed 
suicide. ^Vliat’s this ? ” 

He was looking oirthe table. * ’A decanter of wine aiu]^ 
two glassc'i^ were there. One of the glasses was fnll, the 
other had been emptied. Tlie woman was sobbing*T;iolentl^ 
and seemed to have lost all idea of .vaiition or selb’Control. 

“I can’t say I ever liked him,” She said, “but it is 
Jiorrible to sec a man well one minute, and the next die 
before our cyes.'^ 

“ What haaJed to this ? ” incftiired Mr. Rice, 

^ight o’clock, and had a violeut.qnai;- 
;heard bits of it, here s-nd there,” 



^l^d my mistress at length flew into 
ie to the door and called me in. 

__ to her words, she said. Iliad 

never seen her in sucITa state before, nor anybody else, and 
she knelt down and swore a solemn oath that things should* 
gb on, jn the way they had been going on, nft longer, and 
that she would declare the truth to the world, and force\iiih 
•to acknowledge it, be the consequences whaiJ they might. 
That calmed Mr. Castonel; though, for the mattei^of that, 
he had not been so violent, but Iltbink* his 'cold sneers pro¬ 
voked her. He lookedfat her with a purious e.xpressiqn, and ■ 
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sat down on the sofa and seemed to he thinking?, Theii^lic 

told me to get the wine and some wdne-glasses, and-” 

. “ What are you saying ? ” intemipted a calm* voice, and 
the mistress of the' Lodge appeared. “ Any inforiivition 
necessary for these gentlemen I can give myself.” 

The servant shrank from the room and began talking to 
John iij^ the kitclicu. The lady confronted the surgeons, 
l-icecpiug the table Ijetween herself and the body. 

, “ Can you do jiothing for him ? ” 

“ Nothing, I grieve to say,” replied 3dr. Ailsa, speaking 
with involuntary resi)ect, in spite of his prejudices. What¬ 
ever may liave been that lady’s history, she had the bearing 
nud mauners of a refined' gentlewoman.” ** 

“ He must have been dead a quarter of an hoiii*,” added 
Air. RicqP “ Did he wilfully poison himself ” 

“ No,” was the lady’s calm answer. 

Mr. Rice paused, jA-obably in surprise. “ Then could it 
have been taken in mistake ? ” 

“^Neither that. I ^ave it him.” 

They bdth stood staring at Ber. Was she to be believed ? 
—so -(luiet, so collected, so lovely-looking ! How were tlicy 
to act ? Ai* indistinct idea of having^ her seemed ran 
through Mr. Rice’s miud. But he did not know how to 
set about it, or whether he w’ould be justified in doing so. 

“ I will give you an ontliuc of the circumstances,” she 
proceeded. “He-j—” ^ 

“Madam,” ihtciTupted James Ailsa, “it—I lx!g your 
.pardon—but it may be my duty to caution you not to 
•incriminate ;pourself.” , ' 

jf proud smile of self-possessiorf, (»ie full of meaning, 
arose to her lips. “ I wisfe to tell you,” she answered. * 

...Ma it not be well to reserve it for the coroner’s inquest ? ” 
No. I should be aniineligible witness for himyva. any 
• oonrt pf law.” 
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‘tWhy ineligible for him ? lavoldiitarily inqiiir^ Mr. 
Rice. , . 

“ Either Yoi* or against him. My testimony would' nob 
betaken.” . ' \ 

Her words to them were as‘ riddles: and they waited in 
silence. 

“ He came down here to-night, and we quarrelled. No 
matter what'the quarrel was about: it was such as we had "! 
nev^r*had before. He calmed doWiv: apparently. I knew , 
that the more smiling he was without, the more tempestuous 
he was within. I stood here. Here,” she added, advancing 
to the mantelpiece, but still not looking at what lay beneath 
her, and p’iacing her eibow dn the .shelf and her hand before^ 
her eyes, “I stood in this ^vay. He was pouring out some 
wine hewhaa asked for, and J watched his movemei%s in the* 
gla^, through my fingers. I did not intentionally watch 
him : my thoughts were far away, and*I suspected nothing. 
Suddenly 1 saw him slip* something from a paper into one 
of the glasses ; k felt sure I saw him ; but I had my scMes 
about me, and I took no notice- whatever, only di’ew away 
and sat down in this chair. ^He handed me the glass, thti 
glass, mind, siiyin^ the wisest plan would be forget our 
dispute for to-night, for he must be going, and we could 
discuss the matter at issue another time. 1 took the glacs 
from him, raised it to my lips, as if to drink, and then, as 
though by a sud(^cn impulse, put it on •the table withoub 
tasting it. ‘ If I am to-drink tim wine,’ I said, ‘ I must ^ 
eat a biscuit first. * Reach them.’ ” . ^ 

•The lady paused for a moment, and her hirers‘waited * 
with breathless intei’cat. *■ - ' 

• ““He knew where they were kept—in'tfiat^closet,” sho 
added, pointing with her finger to a closet opposite tho.. 
fireplace, and the' two medical nien.glanced at it. “He 
opened the door and stepj^d'inside, it is rather deep, and 
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came fortli witli tli^ Liscaits. But iu that moiuent I had 
^ changed the glas^. I took a biscuit, began slowly to eat 
it, afid he drank uj^ his wine. In a few minutes'he shjrieked . 
out convulsively. I sent for aid, ran out, and hid myself 
amidst the trees, for 1 was afraid of him. When my servant 
came back, we went,in together^ but I think the poison had. 
tlien djjne its work. It must have been subtle and deadly.” 

Mr. Ailsa took up the empty glass,.and with Mr. llice 
examined the few drops, left at the bottom. Not at dirst 
did they detect the nature of tlie poison; it was indeed , 
rare and subtle, leaving, where it should be imbibed, but 
little trace, after death. 

“ She says ^master’s dead,” sobbed <fohn, as the gentlemen 
went out. “ It can’t be true.” 

^ “ Too^riie, John,” answered Mr. Rice. 

“ Sir, ih’d he poison hisself, as she says ? Did he do it 
on purpose ? ” * 

“ No. He drank a glaiss of wine, and there was poison 
in it.* He did not know it.” 

“ Oh, my poor master! ” 

. Full of excitement as Ebury bad been—^and had reason 
to be—on sijveral previous occasions, it was nothing com¬ 
pared with what rose with the. followiag morning. Mr. 
Castonel dead ! Mr. Oastonel poisoned ! John ostenta¬ 
tiously closed all the windows of the house, and sat himself 
outside on the ckoor-step, forgetting djgnity in grief, to^ 
answer the mass of inquirers. It was Mr. Ailsa wlio carried 
• the news to "Mx, Chayasse. 

' “Is‘not this a confirmation of our fears ?” exclahncd tlie 
latter. 

“ I fear it looks very like it.” 

•••. “ Ohf^ it is horrible! ” groaned Mr. Cliava^e. “ Three 
young and happy girls td) have'*beeh foully-” ^ 

“ IJayi nay,” inteyrupted* Ail&a, “ Nothing is 

proved.*’ 
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cAtul never will be now,” replied poor Mr. Chavassc. 

“ It is a mercy for the rector that he went beforehand.” 

Before tlie day w£« over, fresh news had gone to Bbury 
—thaji IMr. Chavasse meant hot to pursue the investigation 
he had contemplated. Where was the use ? he argued, 
since the guilty man—if he were guilty—was gone, • ‘Where * 
indeed > echoed a few judicious friends. But Ej^ury in 
geiieml considered itself very shabbily used, and has hardly'^i 
goWover the disappointment to this 4iy. 

.Vn inquest, however, there was to be, over Mr., if not 
3ti*s., (lastOnel, and Ebury’s curiosity concentrated itself 
upon that event. Some gossip, told by the parish beadle, 
fanned ttic llame. When he had gone dowij to serve th<fc,„ 
two summyiscs at the Lodge, and recpiircd the name of the ’ 
lady, she had replied “ Casfconel.” 

Then it is a relative of his, after all ! ” quoth the village. 

“ And we have been judging so harshly of her and of him ! ” 

“ I think I shall call and leave a card, when it’s all over,, 
and I am aboulf again,” said Mrs. Major Acre. “ That is, 
if she stops hei’e.” 

The “dummy drawer” w^ examined previously to the 
in({ucst, and found to contain exactly whatdilr. Castonel 
had said, a phial of hartshorn, and some magnesia. “ Which 
of course he was putting there,” was Dame Vaughan’s com¬ 
ment, “ when little Tuck caught him on the steps.” The 
, drawer had evidently possessed a secret* spring, which lAd 
been recently wrenched away and was gone. 

The day appointed for the inquest dawned, and those who- 
w^ere caiinected with it, and.those who were nBt, flgcke^ up* 
tq^the Hardwick AriHs. * The strange l^y yas call^ in her 
•turn, and the coroner demanded her name. 

“ Lavinia Castonel. I presunie my evidence wilf be dis¬ 
pensed with, when I state who Pam. A wife cannot give 
evidence in matters tha| touch upon h^r husband.” ,, 
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The r6om stared. “ A coroner’s court is an exception! ’* 
called out a voice, which was drowned by the coroner’s 
.“IThsfa.’* . , • 

“ Lavinia Castonel,” said he. “ Any relation to the late 
Mr. Castonel ? ” 

“ Ilis wife.” 

A ijging hum—^a shock-^almost a shriek. Squire Hard- 
w'ick interrupted it, surprised out of his magisterial etiquette 
of silence in another’s court. , * , 

‘^It is impossible you can be his wife. You are stating^ 
what is not true.” 

“ Mr. Castonel’s Avife,” she calmly repeated. “ Ilia widow 

If • 

now. 

Great confusion arose, and the coroner wfis powerless at 
first toJ.*epress it. Possibly he had his curiosity dike the 
rest. Everybody was asking questions ; one rose high.* 

“TIad she married him since the death of the last Mrs, 
C^istonel ? ” * 

y 9 

“^Co, she had not,’’ she replied. She»had married him , 
before h^ first came to Eburj*.” 

Higher rose the confusion. “ Then if she w’as his wife, 
W’hat w^as th^ position of the unhappy young ladies to ^vhom 
he had given liis name ? ” 

• “The inquirers might settle that as they pleased,” she 
carelessly answered. “ It was no business of hoi's. Mie was 
his lawful wife.” 

Nothing more, touching this, could be got out of her. 
She would afford no further explanationf no confirmation of 
hej^ assertioft, or any details. But her calm, equablg man^'er 
carriA a conviction of its truth •to^half the court. The 
coroner took £er evidence relating to the death of'* Mr. • 
Ciistonll: it was exactly wshat she had told the two medical 
men, and the maid-servaht, so. Tar as she was able, conhrmed ^ 
it. Jhat, at any ratp, was trut^., ^he jury believed it, and 
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th^ir Verdict was 4o the effect that ^Gerrase Oastduel had 


met his death at her hands, hut that she was Justified in 
what she had done, having acted in self-defence. * 

So that was the ending of Mr. Castonel and his doings in 
Ebur^: and a very nnsatisfacitory ending it was, in every 
sense of the word* The lady and the maid left the place 
the day subsequent to the inquest, and that was tiie ending 
of them. Kumcrous tales and rumours went abroad, as^ 
run^piirs always do. One said the money to establish Mr. 
Castonel had been hers, not his, and that she dared not 
publicly avow herself to be a wife, or it would be lost to 
her. Another that he had forced her to submit to his 
apparent Inan-iages under ‘threats, for that he held some 
dreadful set^ret of hers in his power, and she feared to gain¬ 
say hin^. Another-Bpt why pursue these repeats ? No 

one could tell w'hence they originated, or whether they were 
true or false. The whole affair remains a miserable mystery 
to Ebury, and probably Over will do so, and its exasperated 
buriosity has newer been able ^to ascertain whether thCcthree 
ill-fated young ladies did, or diS not, die an unnatural death. 

IMr. Castonel was buried in the churchyai’d by their .side, 
and it took the betidle and four subordinates ap hour and a 
half to clear it o4 the mob afterwards. ^And Mr. Ailsa 
quietly dropped into his old practice, and took on Mr. EJpe . 
and Mr. Tuck and John, for he found there would be work 
for all. And to the latter's extreme discqpaposure, he foUi^ 
*J\rrs. Muff was to l5e taken on too, and would rule him as of ‘ 
did. And since Ebury subsided into tranquillity,- it haS^ 
l)ecome a matter of “ good taste ” there nevef to breathe 
the name of Gervasc Castonel. ^ "o v • 
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CHAPTER I. 

LAURETTA CAR^AGIE. 

The red light of the sun, ncuiring its setting, shone 
brilliantly on the fair domains of Ashley. The hons^ a 
fine mansion, stood on an eminence in its park, and com¬ 
manded an extensive viSw of the near and distant scenery. 
■Several of the windows qjeiied to the Irfwn, and there 
leisurely stepped out of one^ of them a gentleman of^ middle 
age, followed by a young lady in the bloom of youth. He, 
Sir Henry Ashley, hel^ a telescope in his hand, and, setting 
it to the right focus, turned it in the direction of the high 
road, which thej could see winding along bcnejith them into 
the distance. 

“ Anna! ” called out a peremptory voice from wit^n the 
^oin. “ you have not put on your sun-bonnet.” 

11 have my parasol, mamma.’' 

^Oome in and. put on your sun-bonnet instantly. Your 
, faefe will be a fright to be seen. The sun this month browns 
worse than ^ midsummer.” 

Jjady* Pope’s mandates were not to be disobeyed, and 
*.J^a Risers retreated to the house. 
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eu thejro has boea some bungle a& fehe fitafcioa, 

•Bbc has migsed my carriage.” • 

.‘‘There always is: a buug!o when Uiihgs are foffc to 
servants,” interposed Lady* Pope's voice again. ‘‘ You 
should have gone youi-^lf, as I advised, Sir Harry.” * 
“ So T'would, hod I been sure of her coming. But I 
went ycsteiday, and I went the day before, and nothing 
came of it. I can't pass my days dancing Vtween here and 
Stbpton. She’s staying*no doubt, at that .old Indian's at 
. Liverpool. They who were to receive her and start her off 
heje.” > 


“I wish«6he was not coming at all,” cried Ladyrpo^jc. 
*‘The idea^of a gay man—as you nSay Ito called—being left, 
resident guarefian to a girl q| twenty! Steps .must bo 
taken Ip provide .heK* with appther home-^ahd, a ne^r- 
ending^'trouble I foresee we. shall have about it. |Yoa might 
have taken my advice^ and declined to receive her here at 
alb Under, l^e circumstance yon would have been jus^fied;« 
’ without any breach of pohteuess.” , 

“It would have b^n mote a bre^h of^,kinduess^^said 
S|r Bwy, d^^ly. “As you happen to blwith lie, thi^.h<HB^^ 
is as suable for her, at present, as any other. But cadhjflf 
ituike^oufc j.ow i^ was the General never received thfia&s 
_'.of my wffieV,death.. \ 

. .. -f yory 

''crtMtlA Ctt—' vy4«r \ ,■ 
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his besetting sin 1 then what might be safdi of many others ^ 
that beset him f He made his sister no reply. She was 
given^by nature to fits of grumbling, and Sir Harry had 
I5ng ago found that the best plan was to kt her grumble 
tiie fit out. He took up a newspaper, stretched himself on 
one of the benches, and read away at case. Lady Pope 
i-aised her voice now and then, but Bir Harry took refuge 
in the journal, as an excuse^ for silence. Presently Anna 
Rivers, who had 'talked to the brow of the slope, came back 

The chaise is coming on quickly, Bir Harry. It a 
tduiise, and has taken the Ashley turning.” 

“ Then she hu'i missed the carriage ! ” prott3sted Lady 
Pope. “ Tliose two men will bee sticking themselves with 
it at Btopton until the last train's in to-night: and that will 
bo eleven o’clock. Gretting tipsy, of course. Bad man^c-' 
ment» Sir Harry.” 

Ati interval of expectation, and the chaise spoken of 
rattled over the gravel drive of the lawn. A tali, dis¬ 
tinguished-looking young man sprang fiom it before it had 
well stopped. Lady Pope‘s wheeled her chair to the glass 
door, and put her heud out, hoping to brinil'the an*i\al 
within view; her ears also at work, as they generally were. 

® That’s not Miss Otoagie I Why, I do believe it is- 

Anna,” she sharply called out, breaking off her sentence, 

“ Anna, come here. That’s never Arthur Ashley ? ” 

1 . “Yes, mammst.” 

’What brings him here now ? He -’*— ” 

“fHow ate you, ‘dear Lady Pope?” cried the stranger, 
coming up witi Sjt Harry, tmd jiolding out his hand, 

“ None th§ better for seeing you,^Mr. Ashley,” wds the 
civil rejoinder. “J^ray how is it thi^ you come wasting 
yom* time liere How, shirking your studies ? ” 

“ I went up fhf honours, ^ear aun^, and gained them. ^ 



4 


ASHLET. 


I can afford myself a holiday.” At which satisfactory 
information, Lady Pope vonchsafed nothing but an ‘ipi- 
satisfactory gmnt. 

The two gentlemen were speedily immersed in college 
politics, reminiscences to Sir Henry, realities to Arthni* 
Ashley. Sir Henry had never gained university honourh, 
had never tried for them, but he was delighted that Arthur, 
his presumptive heir, should* do so. Sir Henry had been 
always childless, and this young man, his brotlier’s eldt&t 
son, was the present heir to tVshley. Sir Henry had takc%‘' 
to him years a^o, and Ittought him up as such. 

A short period, and another arrival aroused them. They 
wont out to meet it, Sir Harry hurriedly, Arthur Ashley 
and Miss Rivere lingeringly, for he seized the opportunity 
of speaking to her in a whisper. Sir Henry’s carriage wa-^ 
drawn up before the entranee. A lady, dark as a gipsy, 
with flashing eyes and features of gicat beauty, sat^iii it, 
whilst a coppcr-colourcd woman w%s awkwardly deseending 
from the seat 4)chirid. Sir Harry soon had Miss Carnagic 
on bis arm, and led her in. * • 

She seemed to take in everytMng with those keen, flashing 
eyes; the extensive grounds, the ^ndoor arrangements of 
the house ; and now she ivas addressing Lady Pope. It 
struck some of them that she wa9 more self-possessed iit' 
manner than is common to a girl of twenty. • 

“ I hope I have the pleasure of meeting Lady Ashley iu 
good health,” 

“ This is my sister, Lady Pope,” interrupted Sir 
** I wrote to General Oarnagie of the loss 1 had experienced 
in my wife: the letter musif have miscarried. Lady Pope 
and Miss Rivers wiU welcome you, dear Mi^ Oarnagie, as 
warmly as Lady Ashley would have done.” * 

” I am ftn invalid,” broke in Lady Pope : ” a cl^onic l|ff#c- 
tion of the hip joint: and cannot walk •without diffictilty. 
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So I fitni clUefly in the day, to this chair. Anua 

Riwi:sj«rEIlKj,iny suhstituto in showing you to your rooms.’’ 

• At ttie foot of the stairs, when Anna Rivers was conduct- 
iifg Miss Ca^gie towards them, they came upon young 
Ashley, “ As no one has thought me worthy of an intro¬ 
duction to lijisa Carnagie, I suppose I must introduce 
myself^’* he said. “ Miss Carnagie, I am Arthur Ashley.” 

HiS' voice was so pleasant his manner so easy, himself 
altogether so much of a gentleman, that it would have been 
’^sufficient passport to her favour, even without his good 
looks, and Miss Carnagie thought so. But she hurried on. 
If ever there was a vain girl on earth, it was Lauretta 
Carnagie, and she had no wish to linger with strangers 
until the dust and the travelling ^ttire were taken off her. 
She had a favourite theory—tlmt first impressions were 
everything. Some trunks w^e in her room, and the copper • 
maid was seated on them*; her head wrapped round With 
folds of pink merino, apd her shoulders with a covering of 
white linen. 

‘‘ You good-for-nothing,* vicious creature I ” broke out 
Miss Carnagie. How date you sit idling there, irihtead of 
putting out my thingsJto dress ? ” 

How can Nana get out missie’s things if missie got the 
keys ? ’* responded th^ woman, her broad mouth breaking 
inft) a pleasant smile. 

“ She is the most idle thing alive,” said Miss Carnagie to 
Anna, as she threw a ring of keys to the attendant. ‘^Indian 
scrvsiits always are. If I were not to^te her continually, 

< I should get •nothing done. Papa ^ was often obliged to 
have her flogged.” 

“ Flogged J ” Uttered . Anna, who* had stood by, quite 
distressed at witnessing such discourtesy to a servant. 

.. ‘^And^as you don’t allow flogging in Hnglaud,and she 
knows it, she has madq up her mind .to be as vicious and 
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, possible,'^ proceeded Miss Oarnagie. ** Mj 

mother ym the daughter of a West Indian pkmtQ)r» and 
Nana vras a slave born on the estate, so she is (xof own 
property, just the same as oiir horses or dogs* They lissl 
her taught hair-dressing and millinery, that she might 
a maid to me ; and when mamma died, she specla^y be¬ 
queathed her to me.” 

“ But Nans not idle, Nana iqot vicious ; Nana love missie, 
and try, try, try alwars to please her with her heart,” 
interrupted the woman* whilst tears ran down her cheeks. 

♦*Oan I assist you in any way ?” inquired Anna Rivers of 
Miss Carnagie. If not, 1 will no longer intrude upon you.” 

“You don’t intrude. I hate to be alone. Sit down 
whilst she does my hair. I want to know all about every¬ 
thing here. You are aware I am a stranger. Do you live 
. here ? ” 

‘fcNo. I am visiting here with ntamma, Lady Pope.” 

“ Was that really Sir Harry Ashley ? I pictured him as 
old as my father z and he had white whiskers and a bald 
head. Your uncle is a young tnan. At least, we should* 
call hinr so In India : men age s% rapidly there.” 

“ Sir Harry is more than forty *. near fiftv. I believe. 
But he is not mv uncle.” 

‘‘ No ! He introduced Lady Pope«as his sister.” • 

“ But Lady Pope is not my mother, In point of fdcfc, 
she is not related to me. My father, Captain Rivers, was a 
widowdt, and she^who was Miss Ashley then-^married 
him. IVas only twp years old, and have never known 
otheer mother. My father did not live long,^nd then ehe 
married an elderly man, Colonel Sir Ralph Pope.” 

** Is he here ? *’ « 

“ Oh t he is dead too: has been dead a longVh^.^*' 

” Who was that we met in the hall ? * At^xvx Ash^yi\ 
he said. Some dne also attached to the l^use ? ” 
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** Sir Harry’s nephew. Ho lives 1101 * 6 , lie is the hi'ir to 
,Vshtey, His father, Sir Hany’ls brother, was the heir, but 
he is ne^iUy dead.” 

“ Ho will be Sir Arthur Ashley ? ” 

Of course. In time.” 

“ Which dross niissie wear ? inquired Nana, displaying 
two or three, alt of them much alike: black silk with crape 
trimmings. 

Miss Oarnagie 4)ointed to one. It is so annoying to be 
, in mourning ! ” she pettishly* exclaimed. “ One can never 
appear to advantage.” 

” 1 like black silk,” remarked Anna. ** It always looks 
well.” 

For you, who are fair; but J. look like a great black 
crow in it.” And Anna Rivers laughed. 

Not like a black crow, but like a handsome girl. Sir. 
Harry thought so when she descended to the drawing-room, 
and so did Arthur Ashley. The latter was extremely fond 
of handsome girls, an^ ready to flirt witl^ all he had the 
' good fortune to meet. 

It was no doubt very wrong of Lady Popoi bu& she was 
given to building castles in the air. She might have raised 
as many for herself as she pleased, but an inconvenience 
sometimes arose wheotshe so favoured her friends. Several 
y(!hrs older than her brother, she had exercised an influence 
over himself and his actions in early life, which she strove 
still to retain. She it was who had helped him to dis wife, 
and 9m she had it in her head to hplp him to another— 
and that other Anna Rivers. Anna was so completely 
under her finger and %}ixaixh^ that she felt sure if she could 
only See her my Lady Ashley, 9he should be the real ruler 
of her IjyotlSer’s housd. A suspicion had certainly arisen in 
. mind that Anna oared rathter too much«fm: Arthur 
Ashley, Snt it gaye her little 0mm* She held the young 

> ft - 
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\Mjh penf^ subjection, and sbe entetei ob acoto of 

, ^7 Pope rarely faUed to caiTv out aiiV 

scbemo on which she had set her mind ^ ^ 
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CHAPTER II. 

,(» HIGH TREASON. 

* ' 

•The time went on, and Lauretta Carnagie grew in favour 
^^^.witli some of the inmates of Ashley! Not wRh Lady 
Pope took a dislike to her, and the same may be said of 
Anna Rivers. Miss Carnagie combated Lady Pope’s wishes, 
she was indifferent to her complaints and ailments, she 
shocked her prejudices. It was next to open warfare 
between them; their tastes and pursuits were so completely 
antagonistic. Breakfast over. Lady Pope would call fpr 
her work-basket and begin her morning’s employment. 
Sometimes it would be clothes for charity children, some¬ 
times ■ fancy-work. Miss Carnagie held both in equal 
contempt. * 

If yon would undertake some amusement of this nature, 
,you would soon find pleasure in it,” began Lady Pope to 
' heii^one day. “ Suppose you were to work a pair of slippers, 
for instance, for your friend at Liverpool, Nabob Call.” 

“ Pleasure in anything so horrid 1 Thank you. J never 
learnt needlework, and hope I never shall. It is, only fit 
foif 0 ® maids and ugly women.” 

‘“^As,,! cannot‘^be included in either of those classes, I 
will not reply to your words,” was Lady Pope’s retort^ 

*, sinpthering her ire. 

, did not say' others never did any. I said it was only 
,*fib for th«t sort of people,” was the careless apology of Miss 
V Camc^ie. 
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• If yoa were to amuse yourself ^ith a‘little music this 
morning ? ” 

■** I never play when there’s no one to ploy for.’’ 

“ We have plenty of books. Anna, reach-— ” 

Don’t trouble yourself. I don’t care for reading." « 

“What do you care for, I wonder?” thought liftfly 
Pope. “ I fear, Miss Oarnagie, this wet morning is tmder- 
ing you very dull.” ^ 

“ Dreadfully so. I wish I had lain iinbod.” 

“ Lying late in betl is penlicions to the health,- Even f, 
with my lame leg, am out of bed every morning at seven. 
How did you cbntrive to amuse yomself in India ? ” 

“ Oh, 1 like an Indian life I ” was the animated reply; 
“no one there reproacjjes you with being idle, I rode, 
and dressed, and flirted, and lay to be fanned, and—« ” 

, “ Flirted! ” interrupted Lady Pope. “ Surely I did not 

hear aright ? ” 

“ What’s the harm of flirting ? ” 

“ A young Iftdy reared in European society would shrink 
from such an avowal,” 

“Why, it is what everybady docs,” returned Miss 
Oamagie. “ Those who say they don’t when they do are 
hypocrites, tliat’s all. Old ones are more addict^ to it 
than young, 1 saw you flirting the other evening, when**. 

that man dined here. Lord-what’s his oiame ? the flaw 

member.” 

Lad{r Pope turned green ;'Bho had never been so insnlted 
in her hfe. “ Mis^ Oamagie I ” she uttered, in au^awful 
tone. “Your remark uwn I pass over with the 
contempt it deserves,” sne added, aft^ a pause, during 
which no apology cmzm from Miss Caroagie, ^^but I cannot 
allow such perMcious sentiments to be avowed ^ ^ke * 
hearing ofdiiisa Bivers.” 

“They wUl do her no ham. Kot htdf so much' as 

♦ .A- ^ 
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poking her chest over that humdram chenille stitch. 1 * 
should throw it in the fire, if any one forced me to do it. 
>So would she, if she dared. 

•Anna Rivera looked up, a hot flush upon her face. She 
4 »d not like the work, but she liked still less to fall under 
Jjady Pope’s displeasure. 

“ I declare it is clearing up 1 ” called out Miss Cai nagie, 
Bpringiug to the window before Lady Pope could find fitting 
words to retort. ** Anna, get your habit on.” 

I cannot permit Miss RiveVs to go out now,” said Lady 
Pope. 

Carnagie turned her back to Lady Pope. “ Anna, 

I say, will you go with me or not ? You heard Mr. Ashley 
say he would ride with us if the j^n cleared up.” 

Anna shook her head and whispered, ** I dare do nothing 
that mamma opposes.” 

** You ought to have been born a slave, like old Nanh,” 
SGomfolly exclaimed Mi|s Oaraagie ; “ the blacks on grand¬ 
papa’s estate are under no worse thraldom than you.” And 
^Lady Pope was tempted to’^ivish that she had been bora a 
slave-driver, if she might > have applied the whipHo the 
young lady’s shoulders.^ 

Was such a girl likely to find favour with the precise 
[*Jjady Pope? She sat on, in deep indignation, scolding 
Attha, who was not in fault, and bolievii]^ that l&fiss Oaruagie 
Iiad retired to her own room, to indulge her idle habit of 
lying down, or to browbeat l^ana. All at once th^clatter 
of hoerses’ feet was heard on the gravely Lady Poj^ raised 
her ear, touched her chair, and t^ent vdiirling away to the 
window. Biding oflf, followed by a groom, was Miss Car- 
DBgxe, in the^company of Arthur Ashley. 

Every .nerve of propifiety posBessed by Lady Pope was 
th^giing. ^ Her chair reeled off to the firepkme, and the bell 
was rung violently. It was to Bummon her brother; but 
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Sir Harry had goue to the Sessions at Stopton. For two 
mortal hours my lady sat, feeding her indignation, and 
then the runagates entered. Only to increase it^ For 
Miss Carnagie coolly said that they had had a dellghtftil 
ride, and she should go again whenever she pleased. If 
Lady Pope forbid Anna Rivers to make one of the party, 
that tlie three might play propriety, she had nobody to 
thank but herself if they weii^.without her. 

“ How in the world can you have bden brought up ? ** 
demanded the astonished Lady Pope. / 

“Brought upl”eclmed Miss Curaagie, who was deter¬ 
mined not to * give in,” “ I was with mamma in England 
for seven years ; from four years old till eleven ; and then 
she took me back to Madras with a governess.” 

But if Miss Caniagie was in disgrace with Lady Pope, 
she found favour with her guardian. In her wilful ways, 
Sif Harry saw but charming grace; with her ready speech 
and her great beauty he ivas mor^ than fascinated. Miss 
Carnagie certaiinly possessed the art of attracting men to 
her side; no doubt her msfliiiers to them were mor^ 
ooiirtedus than those she exhibited to Lady Pope. She 
privately told Sir Harry that Ladj^ Pope was an ugly old 
tyrant, and Sir Harry enjoyed the confidence. His attention 
to her was growing more pointed than isusnal from guardian*,' 
to waiHi, and visitors to Ashley whispered, among tlftm- 
selves, that the place would soon have a second mistress. 
If Pope had only suspected that I 

But It appeared, that visitors were reckoning nithout 
their host. For Sir Harry’s manner suddenly changed. 
He grew cool in his iutcrconrse with Miss Caniagic, and, 
indeed, took to holding himseR tery mnch alpof altogether 
from home society, spending his time abroad, or in hja own * 
rooms. So much the more pleasing to Miss Oan^ie. *P<)r 
Sir Harry Ashley she eared not; but a passion, strong and 
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ardent as her own natnrc, had taken root within licr for 
his. nephew and heir. Prom the first moment she saw 
Arthnu Ashley, he had made a deep impression on her. 
hfbre fascinating, both in looks and manner, than any man 
she had hitherto knowm, it scarcely needed the opportunities, 
which were undoubtedly afforded in abundance, for this 
Impression to grow into love. She already indulged visions 
of the future, when he should jbe her husband, hers only and 
for all time ; whe«i he should parade her to the world, his 
^chosen and envied wife ; shd indulged in visions of her 
future sway as mistress of Ashley; •for Lauretta Oarnagic 
hankered after position, and possc<?SGd a lovft of money and 
social pow'er. Her life iu Madras had been one of pomp 
and luYury: but this same pomp and luvury had made 
considerable inroads on the fortune of General and Mrs. 
(Jarnagie, and when they died, the former but three mouths 
sulisequent to the latter, it was found that their impoverihbcd 
estate would afford but a few hundreds ^ler annum for their 
daughter. Double its whole amount hac^ hitherto been 
Expended ou her dress dloiic. So she sought Atthur 
Ashley’s society, or he hews, or perhaps the seckhig was 
mutual; at any rate, they were much together. Which 
was scarcely justifiable on Mr. Ashley’s part, for an attach- 
* mont, a real attachment, known to none, subsisted between 
hifttself and Anna Rivers. Almost from the first, Anna 
had detected the pleasure Miss Carnagie took in Mr. 
Ashley’s society, and the bitter pains of jealouiy Mere 
arousid in her heart. Had this wild Judian girl *comc to 
supplant her^ It seemed like it. And Anna had no 
means of showing her resentment, save by absenting her¬ 
self from Mr. Ashley’s pmsencc. 

But happened one warm summer evening that Anha 
,qiee him jn the shrubbery. He stopped and drew her arm 
wi£hin his, and greeted her familiarly and tenderly, as was 
his wont, 



li 




“ Lob me alone, Mr* Asbley,” she angrily replied* Yoor 
right to tmb me so has passed.” 

“ Not passed yet, Anna,” he rejoined, retaining h# arm j 
“ ncA until an explanation has taken place between uj^ itll 
me the reason of your recent coldness. Why is it yon ba^ 
ktely shunned me ? ” 

Anna Eivera was snporior to coquetry; moreover, hUo 
loved Arthur Ashley too w<^ bo indulge m it; and she 
looked at him in surprise. 

“My conduct has only been regulated by yours,” she sanU 
“ Ask yourself what thAt has been.” 

“ Anna, let *ns clear up this bugbear betwecu us. I 
susp<‘cb where the offence lies—in my being so much with 
Mi-ss Oaruagic. If this bus given you uneasiness, I sincerely 
beg your paidon. We have been together a great deal; I 
• acknowledge it: but the fault has not been wholly mine.” 

“ Mme, perbap* ? ” resentfully spoke Anna, 

“ Yes,” be laughed, “ for leaving^e so much to myself; 
and also—it k may whisper it to you—Miss Oamagie^s^ 
She might have sought me less, * Ob, Anna, you are a regular 
goosi !* These flighty damsels •are worth their weight in 
gold to flirt with, hut for anything else—excuse me. Why, 

I would not marry Lauretta Camagie if the Bast India 
Company dowered her with all its pefisessions.” * 

Now if the intelligent reader can imagine him-’-ot her-— 
self in Miss Oainagie^s shoes, they may perhaps picture what 
might DO that young lady's sensations when she heard this 
candid avowal of Alley’s heir: and hear it she did, ftr she 
was on the other side of the shrubbery hj^gef All her ypld 
blood, inherited from her hadf-casfce Vest IndiaU mothw, 
to boiling-wafcer*heat j uuy, more Hku to bubbted qf', 
liquid fire. Never had sbe that thm wae a^t 

but common friendship between him and Misa Elvers. *, * • 
Forgetful of allubiidenly re^yo, easting atide all delhicEy 
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of feeling, her veins tingling, her face gloning, and her 
splendid eyes flashing as with a tiger’s fnry, Lauretta 
(araag^o passed through an oiKjniog of the shrublxry, and 
stood before licr rived and Mr« Ashley. Upon ahieh Miss 
Olivers drew away from the latter, and stood proud and 
defiant^ and idie gentleman would have given all his poclvets 
a ere worth, if some kind gust of wind, stronger than 
ordinary, had just then soared^ him aloft, and deposited him 
in any other spot gf this wide earth. Serve you right, Mr. 
'^Arthur, for you have been uitpardonably suect upon that 
impulsive girl. Yoirr conscience is telling you so : and it is 
of no use to mutter over the advice of thd old song 
and register a ^ow to yourself that yon a ill practically ic- 
memher it, for evermore henceforth, if your good stars will 
only get yon out of this one scrape—“ It is well to be off 
with the old love before w^c are on with the new.” 

** You have b,?cii professing to love me ; you have bCcn 
professing to love fie/,” was the address of Miss Carnagie, 
whilst her frame trembl^ with patrsion, and tjie glow on ha* 
dheeks was fading to the Jfue of the giave. ** Which of 
those pretensions was false, «7hich genuine ? ” • 

For perhaps the first time in his life, before a woman, 
Arthur Ashley quailed, and his tongue forgot its honeyed 
Treadinesa. Enough tomiake him. She stood, hot and fiery 
as her own dtme^ on one side, bendjng towards him to 
devour hk answer 5 whilst on the other, she whom ho 
really loved and had chosen for his bride, was dr^Wn up 
l<ke^a«ep&}lent piece of marble* 

> senses partially came to him. He took Anna^ hand* 
*** Allow me to cond^you to the bouse,” he said, ** while 
X exphau to One moment,” he depreoatingly 

*add^ to the Mter; ** I wibLapfe keep yon waiting longer.” 

^ •Anna h^ no resource but to go^ ihou^ fi$ia would have 
preferuBd to heap my gcutfeniafi ^^eSrplain.” *'A sharp 

m * A 
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broejso,” ho whispered to her. ** It will l>o the sooner over. 
On my soul it is her fault, more than mine: her foolish 
vanity has brought it on herself. Still, Anna, 1 ];mmbly 
beg you to forgive me.” 

She did not answer. She only snatched away her hand, 
and sailed on by his side in sullen silence, lie saw her 
indoors, went back again, and Lauretta Oamagic mot him. 

One word, Mr. Ashley,” she vehemently uttered. “ Do 
you love that girl. Anna Rivers ? ” 

Miss Rivei*s and I are old*friends,” lie evasively answered, • 

“ Tam|)cr nith me if jou dare,” she retorted. “ I ask if 
Anna Rivei*8 i» anything to you ? ” < 

“ What the deuce —let it come out—she can’t shoot me,” 
disjointly muttered Mr. Arthur. “ It is probable that Anna 
Rivers may sometime be my wife,” he said aloud, but in 
low tones. ** Not yet; perhaps not for yc?irs to come. But, 
Lauretta- 

“ If you had behaved to me so in my father’s house, in 
our own country; tjilked to me *08 you have done, yon, 
nearly a married man ; I would have had yon scourged hy 
the slaves. Scourged, sir, tilijrou should have borne the 
murks for life.” 

Every manly feeling within liim stung to the quick, 
and be coloured to the roots of his fair hair. “ Do not leU* 
us qiurrel, LaurHta,” he said. “Nothing has happened 
that need interrupt our friendship. If you, or I, ever 
caught ourselves dreaming that a.w^armor tic might here¬ 
after unite us, why I suppose we must forget it.” 

“There is one tiling I will never forget^J’ she hissed in 
his ear—“ what you have s^id this evening. It was well 
done of you, Arthur ^shley, to speak insultingly of me to 
/fsr. 1 will wear those words in my heaA until I am*' 
avenged.”, ' * , 

She stalked away towards the house in her Wild anger, 
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uiul Mr. Ashley, hreabhing a blessing upon women in gciieml 
and himself in particnlar, strode in another direction. “ I’ll 
go away for a day or two,” thought ho, “ and give the thing 
time to blow over.” 

, Revenge Miss Camagie had spoken of, and revenge she 
meant to have; how, she did not see or know as yet. 
Perhaps it was nearer than she could lla^ c hoped. By w'ay 
of a loginning, she went straight to Lady Pope in the 
drawing-room. 

“Are yon aware that there is ft love-alfair going on between 
Mr. Ashley and your daughter ? ” she said abruptly. 

« Lady Pope would have screamed but for* compromising 
her dignity. For Mrs. Wainwright, a visitor at Ashley, stood 
at her chair-elbow and heard the bol^l assertion. She waved 
Miss Carnagie away. 

“ Did you know that there w'as a clandestine affair going 
on between them ? ” persisted Miss Carnagie, who was nnt 
one to he .waved away by liady Pope. 

“Where can you have learnt all these shocl^ing words ? ” 
demanded Lady Pope, at length. “ ‘ Clandestine affair ! * 
Really, Miss Carnagie-”• 

“ Did you kuowr it, T ask ? ” she pertinaciously inter¬ 
rupted. 

/ ^ “ Madam,” was the «tiflf response of Lady Pope, “ the 
word clandestine jjan never he coupled with my daughter’s 
name. She would enter into no such engagement; I w’ill 
answ'cr for it. And 1 know not by what law of polSeness 
yon, a young stranger, come into my brother’s house and 
thus presume comment upon family matters.” Saying 
which. Lady Pope, calling hastily fer the help of her maid, 
ascended to her dressing-room. • 

*• “You have committed high treason,” laughed Mrs. 
W^inwright. “It is suspected that Lady Pope’s heart is 
set itpon fier daughter becoming Lady Ashley. Arthur 



IB 


Aaur.«*v 


do for her, now tliat Ifin hopaa of suc^aediog^ to 
aife fading.” 

Hiss Oin^nagie raised her head quickly. Choaght 
Aithur was the heir to Ashley.” 

“Pooh, my dear! I would not give two pins for Itis 
chance now. Sir Harry is safe to many again.” 

“And if he did*—who would succeed ? ” hrcathlesidy asked 
Mis^ Oarnagie. 

“Why, his own children, gf course j h\s oldest son. Don’t 
you understand these things ? Arthur Ashley will he read> 
to cut the bribe’s throat, whoever she may be, for cutting 
out himself.” 

Miss Oarnagie dicw a long breathy and loft Mrs* Wain** 
Wright without answer.* She went to her own roon^ seUt 
out Nana with an imperious gesture, who happened to be 
thpre, sat down, and closed her eyes to thhik. She was 
capable of earnest self-communing, possessing the faculty of 
concentration in an unusual degree. Kapid and vehement 
in all her wa^, her decision w^ taken ere she had sab the^'o 
many .minutes. “ It will keep Mm out of Ashley,” she 
muttered as she rosj: to do that; t would saorihee myself 
to—‘to—a ahorse sacrifice than this will be. Wealth ami 
position will at least be mine. And better be an old manji, 
darling than a yofmg man’s slave I ^ Away she went dpwn* 
stairs towards the dinitig-room. * 

“ Ic Sir Harry in there still ? ” she inquired of a servant^ 
whopi *he met near the door. “ Mr. Ashley is not with hija ? ” 
“ Mr. Ashley hds yust rode of to Brooklaqdi, n)ih*" Be 
tniuks of stopping a day or two, and I'am now ^ihg,Wput 
dp his carpet-bag and send it*after him. Sir Hariy is woue,” 
jUnretia Oarnagie opened the dining-rootn door sofUy^ 
and closml It after hsr. It was nearly dusk then, and 
Hany had left the table, and was sitting in^hii eas/ioh^'r 
near the large windo^'. Ha rpse up in surprise at si^t of 
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Hisit iDitmapfiO) ao bliie advanced clobc to him and took up 
her poRjtion against the t^indow-frame. She looked at hiiu» 
hu^i did not at first speak. Was she coustdering his personal 
attractions? They were snch as many a woman might 
have admired. It was true he was no longer to he called 
yotmg, hut not a shade of silver mixed with his glossy hair ; 
not ti wrinkle, as yet, defaced Ins hroad forehead. Time 
had been considerate to Sir Henry Ashley. In that dim, 
Buncertain light, he might have been taken for hut a few 
yearn past thirty. Miss Carnagic spoke at last, dropping 
her eyes to the ground. 

“ I have been thinking how ungrateful f was, so positively 
to refuse—what you asked me. And I-” 

“My dear child,” he inteiTUptcd, “ say no moiv. 1 ought 
nob to have laid myself open to a certain refusal. The pain 
that indicted brought me to my senses; and if 1 have siiDco 
secluded payself, scarcely meeting you but at meals, it lias 
not been from any resentful feeling towards you, but that 1 
would get over tho too warn® interest I had felt for you.” 

Miss Carnagic did not answer: perhaps the purport of 
Sir Harry’s speech was different from what she expected. 
He continued: 

• • “My wife I married*in early life. To stiy I loved her 
'Would be wrong I never did. My sister wished the match 
between ns ; I mistook friendship for love, aud fell into it. 
She was a good wife to me, and our life uas calm i^I can 
say noippLO]C^ for it. But when you ca^ie, Lauretta, when 
we had together in habits of intimacy, when I had 
|»rot^ed yon os my ward, then, indeed, I found what it 
wee to love. ’X gave way to it without consideration. I 
'fbtgut that xny years had passed their meridian, and that 
yotirs* were yet in their dawn, and like a fool I'hazarded 
fhte*^dnd^me6 With a refusal. I am speaking now more 
cahnly, Jpu ^ee, than I conl<f at the thm*.” ^ 
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** But,” bhe reaoinod in a low tone, ” I came Idus CYsning 
to tell you that—I—think 1 was mistaken as well as hasty/* 
A silence ensued. When Sir Harry broke it, htfe V(»ice 
was hoarse with emotion. 

I am not sure that I understand—that I dare under¬ 
stand. Lauretta, that one repulsion cost me drar r X will 
not hazard another. Give me fully to understand what you 
really mean.” 

Would you be pleased if,I say I retAct my rofuwd, and, 
nsk you to paidoii it ? ” 

^^Pleahfid! ^Lauretta!” ^ 

“ 'fbat if you will take me with my faults and my wilfnl- 
ness, I am ready to say you may have me ? ” 

“ You are not dccciviflg me ? ” he murmured. 

“ I nether deceive,” she answered, with so passionate a 
tojich of scorn in her tone, that one in the secret might 
know she was thinking of how she had been deceived by 
Arthur Ashley. • 

He dung hH arms round her, and gave utterance to the 
tlecp Ipve she had excited in his heart: all the stronger for 
its recent suppression. That S passion so powerful should 
have arisen in Sir Henry Ashley, with his nearly fifty years I 
But so it was. 

9 K * 

“ I trust I am guilty of no dishonour in thus win^iiug • 
you for.myself—of no breach of the confidence imposed in 
me bjiyour father ” he said, in a musing manner, half to 
himself, half to her. “ My position is one to which evfett he 
could not object, and the contrast in our years is, ft se^ms 
to me, a consideration for you alone,” 

“ For no one else,” she answered. 

“ Lauretta ! how we may deceive ourselves I ” he #ent. 
on. Shall I tell you a notion that has recently possessed 
me ?—tliat you and Arthur were becoming attached tieftch 
other. You were so^mneh together. *Poor fellow! this 
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will be a blow to hia prospects. Had I foieseen Lady 
Abbley’s premature deafcb, T never would have adopted him, 
or enc(ij.iraged the notion of bis inhcTitaiice.” 

«A curious expression passed over her face. But at tbib 
moment, after a sharp knockinpf, as vith a stick, the door 
' was flung open, and who should enter but Lady Pope, lu'r 
crutch on one side of her, her maid on the other, the latter 
bearing a flaring candle. Setting that on the table, and 
licr mistress on chair, she* retired from the room. Sir 
*^HaiTy came forward, bis brow darkening: “To nbat 
accident was he to attribute Lady P^)pc’s intrusion ? “ 

Lady Pope did not tell him. We can. •She was sitting 
witJi her dressing-room door open, partly for air, partly 
that she might see all the passing and rc|assing in the 
passages, when a servant came by with a lacked carpet-bag» 
which she recognized as Arthur’s, and she demanded wlierc 
that was going to. To Brooklands, the man answeiKd. 
Mr. Arthur was gone over there. 

Up went her ladyship’s curiosity. What was he gone 
there for, so suddenly ? f)id Sir Harry tnow ? Where 
was Sir Harry ? 

Sir Harry was still in the dining-room. Miss Oarnagie 
was with him. 

• Miss Camagio! echoed Lady Pope. The servant must 
be tnistaken. , 

Oh no. He had seen her go in with his own eyes, and 
close the door. 

Thii was a climax for Lady Pope. Why, what possessed 
this ^1, that she was turning the whole house topsy-turvy ? 
Go otS shut herself in with .Sir Harry before he had left 
the dining-rjom I Hhe would tell hsr, this moment, what 
*8he thorg^ht of such conduct. “Send my maid here in- 
ptjiantly I ” she exclaimed to the servant. 

Sc the maid and the crutch and I^ady Pope, and a candle 
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to gutdo her steps, far tUo staireiuilf i^ere 

aoi yet lighted^ sailed into fclio dining-room, 
inquired to what oatise he was to attrihuto the 

came to H^rtain to what cause may hd aiiiibut^ 
^/.s,” was Lady Pope’s saixjastic rejoinder. “EeaHy, Sic 
Hany—and I am glad to have the opportunity <rf saying 
this to you in her presencc—^unlcss Oamagie Can con¬ 
form to the usages of decent society, I would reeomipefid 
you to resign your guardianship, and suffer her to depart.” 

** 111 wliat way has Miss Oarnagk transgressed them f ” 
demanded Bir Uarry, 

In what \Y^y does she noc ? A most unpardonable • 
transgi*ession is her coming here, at this hour, in this room, 
and remaining in it with you,” 

** I shall not eat her,” said Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry Ashley,” resumed Lady Pope, in a critshiog 
voice, “ if yon deem my visit here amnfrttSKfn to be noticed 
in words, by what name can you designate hers jf You 
may be forgetful of forms and ittopriety—-men goneially 
ait—but it is my place to 8ec^.that they are observed byi, 
and towards, Miss Carnagie. ^ Miss Carnagie, yon will 
oblige me by quitting this room with me. Sir Harry, call 
in my maid. I told her to wait outside,*’ ^ 

Miss Oamagie remainB hero with mo^ returned Sit* * 
Harry, ** We will join you when tea is ready. You seem 
to overlook the fact that, as guardian and word, we may 
have heisiness to transact together.” 

** Not at unseasonable hours,” persisted the exusj^ted 
Lady Pope. " If Hiss Oamagie reuialns hoi^fs, I sludl.. .14 
is really quitet-^uite impropei^ Sir Harry. jPll tlia^ yOti 
to order the chandelier lighted if vrq are to^stuy*" -Tl# 
candle hurts my eyes.” * ^ ^ 

Bit Harry waa provoked-^as lie could b0y'Very1bi||Edii^i 
on occasions. “ Lady j?ope,” he said, Syon are* damming 
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xeihet I, as Miss Camagie's guardian, am a 

for her of trliftt is proper. That I shali 
ga£^ her from ^hat is improper you may well believe, 
wljpn rtuform ydu tlmb in her you see my future wife.” 

Had poor Iiady Pope received a dose of chloroform she 
cduld not have been more completely overcome. Her mouth 
opened, her chin fell, down dropped her arms, and down 
wont her crutch with a rattle. Sir Harry had drawn Mi^s 
Caruagie^s arm within his, and they both stood facing her. 

“The future wiTfe—yowre” were the first words she 
-gasped. 

“ My own dear future wife, Lady Ashley.” 

“ Are you bereft of your senses, Henry Ashlejr, or am 
1 ? ” she inquired, “ If I am not, I would aSk if you ha^c 
reflected on the miserable consoquefioes that this w|ll entail ? 
The cruelty, the injustico to Arthur Ashley ? ” 

“ Enough,” peremptorily interrupted Sir Henry, as 
flung open the door and summoned the maid, who stood 
very fo it, to take»away her mistress. “ Order lea,” 
bo said : “ we will soon be vfith you.” 

Lady Pope meekly obeyed, and prepared to leave with 
the servant. Her spirit was completely stricken down, and 
lay (as may be said) in dust and ashes. But first of all she 
d)eckoned Sir%[arry ^ her, and, drawing him down, 
whj^red in his ear : 

“ Hepry, my tSrother, one word—for your own sake. Is 
this Inevitable ? ” 

He nodded. 

,. •* oR, think better of it! If it be possible, break it oft. 

is not a w^man to make any husband happy. She w'iU 
maks miserable.” 

# “Ho moref* he coldly said. Bnt s&e held h|m itilL 
“ Heni^, do you hear me P 

* •“*! hear,^ ^vas the indifferent, almost contemptuous reply, 
T mrill €»hiiTW'r» h. ” « 
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Thq nolglibonrbood was electrified when it heard that Bir 
Harry Ashley was to marry his ward ; not only electoified, 
but shocked, Bir Harry, for the last twelve oib fifteen 
months, had been looked upon as a high prise m the 
matrimonial lottcrj*, and every one was ready to devour 
Mias Oarnagie alivo. She came in for the usual share of 
abuse: some ventured to speak against her tu Bir Harry. 
Bhc was too joung, and too^ wilful, and too poor, and too 
proud, and too——a great many other things; bnt Bn 
liaiTy was too much for theSa nil, and held to his bargain., 

• 

The weddii^i took place in Liverpool in the month ot 
October, Miss Garnagie being married from the house of 
her late lather’s friends Jihere, Nabob and Mrs. Call. Anns 
Kivers was bridesmaid, and perhaps she uas the only one, 
save the parties themselves, who rejoiced in the union 
Bht she could not overcome the miserable jealousy Mis* 
Garnagie had caused to her heart, ^or the general discern foii 
she had brought to Ashley, 

Arthur Ashley was joked, rallied, and condoled with. 21 
was c&rtainly a grievous disappointment, hut he behaved 
magnanimously, and would nob show it. Bir Harry handec 
over to him the writings of Thomcliff, a small estate, wortl 
a few hundreds a year, and promised som^hing about I 
government appointment. “ Don’t thank me for Thornc?iff,’ 
he said; I’ll li^n to nothing in the shape of thanks. 1 
feel af if 1 had injured you, and this is a sop in the pan* Bui 
cheer dp, my boy j yho knows ? you may be Sir Arthar^il^.’ 

Arthur answered good-humouredly that the chances wer< 
against it. He knew they avere. And he knew also—hii 
conscience was telling it to him at that very {Qoment-^thai 
the fading away of his inhcfdtanee had been partly 1)rQUghl 
abont by his own folly—that he had himself to thaidt (c^ 
having lost Ashley. 



( a ) 


CHAPTER III. 

KYLE THEt SECONP.” 

New Year’s Day, frosty, bright, alid cold: just the day 
for H sharp walk on the hard country roads, giving a healthy 
glow to the blood and to the face, very agreeable iu mid¬ 
winter. A gentleman, who was winding up a slight ascent 
in a picturesque part of England, appcai*ed to hnd it so. 
He inarched along with a hearty step, aided by a right 
good will and a stout stick, llis face was browned, as 1l)y 
foreign tjavel j he was no louger young, and he stopped, 
almost incessantly, to note various points iiw the landscape 
i?ith a curiosity which seftned to say the locality was 
strange to him. 

Not entirely strauge, hut it was thirty years since he 
had witnessed it. Presently, as ho came to two roads, 
he halted in indecisioiT: and no wonder, for one of them 
had*been made recently. “Can you tell me, sir,” he in¬ 
quired of another passenger, who now overtook him, “which 
of these two roads will take me to Ashley ? ” 

“ T<k the house or to the village ? ” 

“^he house^ Sir Harry’s.” 

“ This one to the left. I am going there myself.” He 
was a little, ipare man, nearing forty, with a red, good- 
* tiumouze^ face. An ample blue cloak covered his person 
to the feet, which were clad in dress-boots, black 
and shining. As they walked on together, a carriage came 
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bawling 4 oag behind Ite iamates a^ieat^ fco bo 

richly attired. 

^^That makee the fourth carriago which has p(^sed mo 
tliis afternoon,** cried the bronzed etrangCT. ‘‘Are they 
boand for Ashley, do you know ? ** 

“To be sure,” returned the Ijlttlo maa^ “TO'nJay u a 
grand day with Bir Harry Ashley. The ebttsteuing of his 
son and heir.** 

“Why, what do you mc&n?” nfcte^ the other* ‘*I 
thought Sir Harry atid his wifo were childless.*’ 

“They were until^let me see—just three months fajjy. 
On the 1 st of. last October, I introduced their son into the 4 
world.” 

“ You! ’* exclaimed the stranger, halting and gaising at 
his companion. ** You cannot be Josiah Oay ? ’* 

“ I am Josiah Gay’s son. My father has been dead these 
twelve years. And I stand in his place, the village .^cu- 
lapins.” 

“ Then you must be young Jos 
“No, poor STos is gone also^ I am Ned. But yon hage 
the advantage of me.” 

“I suppose so. A residence in a hot climate |3aySi old 
Harry with one’s looks. And, otherwise, you wotdd not 
remember me, for you were an uw^hin in pinafofea HrheUr 
I left. Your bi other might, were he alive, il^e and ( ai^ 
Harry Ashley—recklesa Hal I—have had*ni«jjj a fl|we 0 to¬ 
gether: robbed more orchards and done moiro midnight 
damage than I should care to tell cl mny. To ||3tink of 
Hal Ashley, the tSird Son, comn^ into thnd^ia^ before 
sawsix^nd-tw^ty.” ^ ^ 

“ Perhaps you aie^Ph^ Hayne f }lt. * - 

“Major Hayne, at your serrioe,” " 

raising his hat, and dWosipgi^lieadhewj^ bald? ^^ThlSrty 
years have | served the India Oc^pmy, aud jtnly got 
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my m.%io#y to rofcii<i*^ilipon. Well, well? we should be 
tb^nkfal for etnaU meioiea in tkk Ufe ^ and I have neither 
chick n6r child.” 

I could suy the same,” cried Mr. Uay, drawinj' 
bis good-humoured face into a comical expression. ” I 
cotmt ten, and'there may be ten mote behind ’em, for 
aught I know.” 

‘^AR of us to'our tastes,” returned the Major. “If I 
had half the number 1 should tun away the first wet morn- 
dng. Another carriage!—two< They are coming thick 
dud threefold. By the way, though, yrhat has Lady AsUley 
jbeeu about, to keep Sir Hany out of an heir twenty or 
thirty years, and then give him one at last ? ” 

‘^Twenty mr thirty years! Oh, I see; you arc thinking 
of the late Lady Ashley. Sir Harry lost his first wife foirr 
or hve years ago. This is his second.” 

‘<Whew!” 

“Last autumn three years he maiTicd this one. She 
was a girf twenty, hid ward, too young f§r him. And 
ha may thank luck, more than anything else, that he Las 
an heir at all.” , 

“Ah?” 


“She Is of wilful temper, violent to a degree. Three 
several times have these been hopes of a child, and the 
‘ezpeetatioha 'have always been destroyed from some im« 
prudent conduct on my lady^a part. Once, it was through 
a fit cf ragihg passiom When she ought to ait still, she 
^111 out on horseback, for a day at a sthitch; 

and when exercise is necessary to her, she will not 

take itj but lounge on a sofajfrom week*s end to week's 
end. , the child is bom.*’ • 

• ^ “ Whose does it put out of joint ? Somebody’s, of 

cW” *■ ' ' 

***^fiave you fem^tten Ashley ? Sir Harry's next 
brother.” 
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“ Nofc L I never forget anybody or anything; man, 
diild, horse, dog.** 

“ Kyle Ashley*s gone: died ihc same year as {»oor Jos. 
His eldest son, Arthur, was then the heir. Sic I^rry 
brought him up at Ashley to all the expectations.’* , 

“ And this young shaver cuts him out I Very annoying 
to him, no doubt, but there are woi’so misfortunes at sea. 
lliUl I a score of boys, would rather see them carve 
out their own fortunes than inherit one ready-made. 
What sort of a genus is‘Arthur? lias his wits abojjft 
him ? ’* • ’ 

“ Clever aifd keen as was Ryle, his father. An4 ho had* 
the bmius of the family. Aithur Ashtey will rise in tlic 
political w'orld, if he piinds what ho is about. There is 
a talk of his going into the House for some close borough. 
He has been secretary to one of the ministers these thi'cc 
;fear8.” 

** Better for him than waiting for Ashley. I^should like 
to see him.*’, 

“ He arrived here to-day ftt mid-day: I saw him as*hc 
passcH through the village. «He is come to stand to the 
new heir. I^dy Rope is outrageous, I hear, that they have 
not asked her to bo godmother. But she and Lady Ashley 
do not hit it off together. She hair been but once at Ashley 
since Sir Henry’s second marriage, and Iqft in a rage at the 
end of the third day: some breeze between her and the new 
lady.^ 

“ Who is Lady.Pope ? *’ 

** Sir Harry’s sister. Formerly Bessy Ashley. A ^idow 
now.” • 

** What I did she marry ? Why, she wm nearly an old 
maid when I lef t ” ^ * * 

” She married twice. A Capladn Rivers the first tjme, 
Sir Ralph Pope the second. Here we wi*e I The hduse is 
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not changed. By the way, though, Major Hayne, how came 
you here on foot ? Whero from ? ” 

“ TIie*rnilway station. Stopton. I hate your close flya 
, andTyour omnibuses, and I have not learned idleness abroad 
—as too many do. I purpose going over the Continent on 
foot, when I have said Ilow-d^e-do to what old friends I 
can muster in England. Bather an unseasonable moment 
to bi’eak in upon Sir Heni^: Imt he will not mind that if 
Jie is what plain Ha4 Ashley used to be.” 

* Kot a whit altered in heart and hospitality, only in years. 
He grasped Major Hayne’s hands wifli a delight he did not 
*attemptto hide; and when the latter putfortlf his travelling 
attire, as a pica for not attending the august ceremonies of 
the day, Sir Han*y laughed at the •idea of so frivolous an 
excuse. He linked his friend’s arm within hisj and proudly 
paraded him before bis assembled guests in the saloon. 
“ The old friend of my early years,” he said to them; “ tfie 
closest friend I ever cou^d boast of. Lauretta,” Sir Harry 
continued, as they halted before a young, dark, handsome 
lady, ** this is Major Hayne, Ihe companion of my youth.” 

** A fine woman,” whispered the Major. ** Who is She ? ” 
Sir Harry smiled. “ Your coming has turned my head,” 
,he replied; “ it was an introduction all on one side. I 
• .should have Said, my wife, Lady Ashley,” 

And now, the e^ircuit of the room passed, the Major drew 
aside. Sir Harry went fonvard to rcceis^e other gue^s, and 
the stranger made good use of his eyes. It was his custom. 
^ He wai^ tegardiug a gentleman who had* just come m, and 
whose appearance particularly attracted his attention. A 
young, elegant-looking man,*with a largo proportion of 
, iuteHeot stamped on Ixis well-shaped* head and expansive 
brow. Bat as Majojr Hayne looked, he suddenly, in the 
fair .complexion, the grey eye, and the handsome features, 
detected a resomb&nce to tlje Ashley familj. 
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** Hole's son! Ifc must be! tbc disappointed hoird 1*11 
go and apeak to the lad.** 

He did ao/lajing his hanc|i!> upon the jodng man^ Snider. 
“ Unless I am much mistaken, you ate your son.” 

Arthur Ashley wheeled round. But th^ a^as n quaint- 
ness in the stranger's smile, an aifectionate regard in his 
eye, ahich won his favour. Where eould ha have sprung 
from, this brown, tiavel-soM man, jtith his nmuitahle 
abiiru ? • 


I am the son of Ryle Ashley,’* Arthur said. 

**Aud Ryle.Ashley was a partner in my boyidi scrapes. 
Kot so entirely as your Uncle Hal; hut we have had many 
a wild fiulic wigethor. I was ringleader, for Ryle was a 
year or two niy junior.* Ro ho, poor fellow, is gone, I find, 
and I am left, uell and hearty. Rhould it ever be your fate, 
Ryle, to try your luck luider a smoking suii, adhere strictly 
to temperance and simplicity of living. That is. the secret 
which has scared away ailments frfim me.’* 

“ I am not Syie, sir; I am Arthur Ashley,** 

“ Aj, jea. I knew it. But yqur face is what yotir father’s 
n.is when f went away, and I dreamt I was talking to^Ryl§ 
again,” * ^ 

“ I think you must Ik* Captain Hayne,** said Arthur, whn 
hid l)cen ransacking his memory. 

“ With another step in rank tacked on to it. The captain 
has sulmidod into major. But, as we are on the ’inibject of 
rank, Itow do you bear thp loss of yours ? ’* 

I have lost non'b.** 

The anticipation. You V&re Sir ftarry’s heirt” ’ 

«Why, do ymi jenew,** returned Arthur, becbdiii^ 
animated and spaakmg innoonfideni|a;l tone^^ltun 
of it now. With Ashley in prospective^ thw ft W 
fear ttmfc I should have frtttered a#ay my d^s J a 

lif£ of indolence, as Sir^Harry dM. With the nece^ity fear 
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exel'&ios, oam^^ the exertion; and felns love of it, I \sould 
hot exclx^ngo mj pr^ent Ufe—and I can asanre yon it is no 
siaecnr#->for the f^evied Ueirsli^ of Asi^ley/* 

^YottUl do—Byle the second/* cried Major Hayiie. 

•Hie ehfi$tOOing over, and Uiey sat around the 
banquet-table. A goodly group. Lady Ashley, iu her 
young beauty, at its head. Sir Henry, with his fifty years, 
(heing her. Kabob Call and Arthur Ashley, the child’s 
godfathers, sat on tiudy Ashley’s either hand ; the Nabob 
h surly old East Indian, peppeiy in temper as his favourite 
^^diet, capsicums and cayenne, It had beep a marvel to 
the gossips that Arthur Ashley, a younger bianch of the 
family, and a man without county influence, should have 
been fixed upon to stand to the (diild, when so many, far 
above him in position, would have been proud to render 
the service to their old friend Sir Henry Ashley. Lady 
Ashley chw the sponsors, How little did they think, ^bo 
sat aronpft her that daytand maiked the ready smiles on 
hyr face, the courteous attrition to her gu^st^ the witty 
repartee which ever and anon rose to her lips—hovu little 
di^ they think, that hatred and revenge towards one of 
those epouSora was the ruUng thought of her life! She 
ihad once loved Arthur Ashley, Sir Hairy’s presumptive heir, 
* witl^ aH the poasion of a warm and ijl-regulated heart. 
Nqt from did tfie hasten to become Sir Harry Ashley’s 
wife, hfttr that Arthur might be bowled out of the wiict'es- 
slon. ^hree years, and her hopes bad come to nunght— 
tfajEOe Xft fevertah impatience: buif now her revenge 
was grossed, oh&d was the heir to Ashley. And when 
Bit Harry had thanked her for naming his nephew (whom 
had not thought ox^ of the heir% apomtors, she 
hrplm lutd'' a hx^^ ^id laugh i but she did not tell her 
hhfb«id*ihht it wsfi with the view of giving pain ajtid morbi- 
%ation ^ <M1ey that she hsd brought him to 
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proscnt at the christening of the child who was his sup' 
planter. 

With the dessert, the infant was brought in. Tl^ nurse 
made the circuit of the table with him. lie lay in her amns, 
asleep, a bundle of embroidery, whose face might have been 
composed of lace and white ribbon, for all else that cou\d 
l)e seen of it. 

TliP gentlemen charged their glasses to the brim, and tbe 
company rose. “Long llfc*to Carnag^ Call, the heir to 
Ashley I ” Not one drank *it mom heartily than he A\ho 
stood at Lady Ashley’s* left hand, the supplanted inheritor. 
There lingered, in troth, no regret on his mind, and that o 
revengeful lady little knew Arthur Ashley. 

“ What did they ua^e the child ? ” whispered Major 
Hayne to his ncKt-door neighbour, a lively young lady of 
thirty, when the applause was over. 

•“ Oarnagie Call,” 

“ Carnagie Call I Is that English or Dutch ? ” 

Lad^ Maniv laughed. “ PerhapS it is Hindnstanee. She 
was a Miss Camagie, of Madras;, and Nabob Call has passed 
his lift there. The child is nagi^d after them.” 

Somewhat later, the nurse was sitting before the nursery 
fire, undressing the infant, when the door softly opened and 
Lady Maria Kcirison came in. “ How d’you do, Eliza ? 
she said. “ I have come to see this pre^igy of a child.” ’ 
It may bo explained that the nurse had been children’s- ' 
maid fo Lady Maria’s young half-sisters, and the Countess 
of Keftison (Lord^Kerrison’s second wife) wishing ,to part 
with her, bad strongly recommended her tp Lady Ashley. 
The servant rose and placedja chair for Lady Maria, if she 
chose to sit down, but she stood looking at the child. 

A miserable little infant, as brown,|is a berry, long, half- • 
starved arms and legs, a scowl on its dark brow, and a w^nitig 
cry that was rarely still. It was whining piteously no#.*' 
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ElLfia ! ” utteretl the young Uvdy in the burpi isc of the 
moment, “ what a frightful child ! It is a perfect bcarc- 
crow.” 

‘***1 call it quite au object,” replio<l the imr*e. “What 
whh its lanky limbs and thin b^y, it looks all legs and 
wingH.” 

“ It is like its mother, though,” said Lady Maria, atten¬ 
tively regarding the face. 

“An ugly likenoBS, my ladj. It will never have her 
f*iiod looks. But there’s one thing it is hke her in,” added 
the servant, dropping her \oice, asp if fearful the i^alls 
should hear, “and that’s in temper.” 

“ Will it live, do you think, !^iza ? ” 

“ I should say not. Though sotpetimes these skeletons 
of children fill out and-- ” 

Eliza ceased speaking, for who should sail into the room 
but Lady Ashley, Mrs. Call, and Lady Kerrison, the chilcT.s 
godmotheit ^ 

“ A beautiful infant I ” rapturously cried Mrs. Cull, who 
hSd a great aversion to children, and had never yet been 
able to distinguish one fronii another. “ You ouglit ^to be 
proud of your charge, nurse ? ” 

“ I am, ma’am. It is a perfect love, as I often tell my 
• lady. And got its maifima’s eyes ” 

“Jfana says I>as like it when Jt was a child,” broke in 
Lady Ashley to Mrs. Call. “ Do yon think I was ? 

“ Very much so,” promptly replied Mrs. Call, not, how¬ 
ever, hiiMng the slightest recollection on^he subject.* 

Pl'he whole of^this time the child was moaning its piteous 
moan, and the visitors tnmeeV to leave the room. Lady 
^Kerrison lingered for a moment. 

“Does it get enough to eat, Eliza ? I never saw so thin 

a«hild.” p 

“It eats enough*for twOj yy lady.” 
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AxtA tlie more it c»t$, the thianer it h(M^mei»|** iu-^ 
terposod Lady Maria, “illissa says it*s idl lK>iies and 
feathers/* 

‘^Boaesand feathor^! ** echoed Lady Kerrisou. ** 

Oh, Lady Maria J *’ uttered the servant, I neyer ftajd 
so. 1 said all legs and wings.’* 

“ Legs and wings, tliat was it! ’* laughed Lady Maria. 

1 knew it was something that mode me think of birds, 
Oood night, Eliza. I wish you more litok with the young 
gentleman.’* 

Arthur Ashley stood iu the drawing-room, his cup of 
coffee in his hand, talking to Lady Maria Kerrlson, His * 
uncle came up and diw him apart. 

“ I have had no time^o ask yon anything, Arthur. Yon 
should have managed to get here before to-da5? ” 

“I could not. Lady Pope—*’ 

*“ I know, I know',” hastily inteirupted Sir Harry, as if 
there were something in the subject he wished, to avoid. 

“ Ha'^ anything been decided about your marriage ? Anna 
will be tired of waiting.” 

Arthur Ashley was about to answer, when he perceived 
that Lady Ashley was standing close to him on the other 
side, listening. I have other things to think of,” he 
shortly said, and moved forward* to take I^ady Mariar*. 
Kerrison’s cup. • • 

Buk the following morning, when they were alone, he 
himself introduced the subject to his uncle. ” I have beeu 
thinking-—and Atuia—that if all goes well till thoend of 
summer, we tdiall tty our luck together* What with ona^ 
source and another, I make *out seven or eight hundred^ a 
year, and it is of no use waiting, Anna#is w'iUing tp 
risk it.” . 

** Enough to begin upon,*^ said Sir Harry; ** m^e 
snd my wife had, before Ashljy unexpi&tedly dropped in. 
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Blit whycoiild you not havotold meo£ this la'-t uiglit, ivkn 
I astel you about it ? ” 

“ On# does not like to speak of such things in a crowded 
drawing-room,” was Arthur Ashley’s evasive reply. How 
could ho tell his mole that a feeling of delicacy toi\ardb ha , 
who, he had reason to brieve, had once passionately lo\ed 
him, prevented his speaking of his own marriage in htr 
presence-^although die had long been the v ife of anotlier 
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cjtapteh it. 

OTJ) jPiANNAJf. 

Sib Henry A§bley sat one mornin" alone. It was nearly 
mid-day, but his wife, adherini? to the idle habits of her 
Histcrti childhood, rarely rose until late. Four years had 
passed since the christentng of the heir—^and he was the heir 
still. A sickly, unhappy-looking little wight, as brown and 
thin as ever, but possessing a most precocious mind. As 
the clock struck twelve, Lady Ashley entered with her two 
children, Carnagie and his fair •and lovely little sister, 
lllanche. The little ones were^dressed to go out. 

“ Tins is quite a spring day, so warm for March,” observed 
Lady Ashley. “ I am going to send the children down to 
Linden, and let them dine there.” 

Oh ! ” scre<nmed out young Carnagie, “ I like Linden. I, 
can make as much noise as I like there,” 

“ Make the most of it to-day, then, nfy boy,” crie5 ftir 
Hcnry>. “It will be about your last chance. They must 
take tiieir farewell of Linden,” he added to his wife; “ 1 
have received a letter from Arthur this morning.” 

“What have Arthur Ashley’s lettem fo do wim ou® 
children ? ” demanded Lady"Ashley, in no pleasant tone. 

“ A great deal, so far as Linden goes. Arthur and his^ 
wife are coming to live at it themselves,” • 

Lady Ashley’s eyes flashed fire, “Coming to 
Linden I ” she exclainjcd. “ And will you permit it ? ” 
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“ I have no anihority in the matter,” fetnriicd 8 ir ILirry 
Ashley, “ Linden lielongs to Arthur.” 

“ I don’t care who it beloufys to,” was the intemperate 
rejdindcr of his lady. “ Linden has always been oiii-s, to 
use for the benefit of our children, and it shall remain bo 
still.” 

Sir HaiTy iMJoaji to whistle: rather a favourite amuse¬ 
ment of his. lie never would^ quari-el with his wife, and it 
Avas his great resource when she spoke in terms of provoca¬ 
tion—as she frequently did. 

“ How dare Arthur Ashley interfere with our arrange¬ 
ments ? ” she began again. 

“My dear, do be reasonable,” urged Sir Harry, “you 
know the circumstances as well as I do. Linden was a 
pretty, unpretending little place in my father’s time, as it is 
now, jutting upon the edge of the park, and when its pro¬ 
prietor offered it for sale, my father was too glad to bny*it. 
Of conrs$ we all thought he intended it to go with the 
estate, but he left it to Lady Pope, who was not married 
fticn. I believe Sir Arthur fnade her give a sort of promise 
tliat it should not eventually be separated from Ashley. 
However, she has willed it to Arthur, and there’s an end 
of it.” 

“ Linden was ours,”*661 cely retorted Lady Ashley. “ Who 
sayff it was your lister’s ? ” 

“Why, Lauretta, you knew it was hers I you mqst have 
heard so fifty times. I only rented it from her.” 

“ I ^id not hear it, I did not know it. What Iwive I to 
do with tlie diitails of the estate ? ” 

“ Well,” coldly returned Sir Harry, “ when Lady Pope 
^ied, last November, I informed you of the contents of her 
will upon^my return from the funeral, and that Linden was 
bequeathed to Arthur. I am sure I thought you would be 
delighted to heai* lhat Artl^ir and Mrs. Ashley were coming 
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to liinden^ t went thore this morning, after to 

see about some alterations he wants made, and it was rutming 
in my head, all the way there and back, what m f«reeablb 
companion Anna would be for yon. I cannot say, lkou|fh, 
bnt that I am surprised at Arthnr^s fixing on Xiindeii as 
a residence. In the first place, the house is small; in iltc 
bcuOnd, I don't well sec how he will get on with bib 
jurliamentary matters, so far away from town." 

I 4 idy Ashley did not imnlediately ^j^wei. This place. 
Linden, had been used by «Sir Henry for many years as 
tho dairy-farm, and Lj^y Ashley had been in the frequent* 
habit of sending her ti\o children with their attendants to 
the house for the whole day. She imagined that the change 
and the exercise were of benefit to Oarnagie; and besides, 
the noise of children at liome waged perpetual war with her 
nerves. 

f* It you do not stop Artluu* Ashley’s coming, yon have 
no love for your own children,” she r^umed, in a voice of 
concentrated passion. 

Her husband laughed. *^I^uretta, don’t be cbUilisl^ 
Arthiu has announced his deterqiination to reside at Linden, 
and it is not possible for me to interfere, even by a bint. 
Our children will do as well without Linden os with it. 
And they can ^^o there sometimes 4 Aithur’s yoUng ones 
will be rare playmates for them.” 

“My children shall never mix with Arthur Ashley’s,” 
bhc retx>rted, with a pale, determined lip* 

“ Never mix with Arthur Aahky’s I ” repeated Sir Jlenry, 
in astonishment. ^ What do you mean, Lauretta ? ” 

“ Never. For I hate him,ymd all who belong to him*” 
Sir Henry pnt on hie bat, with a sigh, and went out; he 
saw she was going into One oi her unmUnag^le humours: 
Poor Sir Harry Ashley) He had found his sisteiPa temper,, 
when she rul^ at Aehley, inimical to lue comfertb but lie 
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liHd Rcaroely ohan^od for the Ijetfcci* jn tluit lesiHct wlitu 

made CarDagio hia wife. 

Nofc tijifeil July did Mr. and Hi’s. Ashley anivc at Linden. 
It kmk some months to put the place in order for them, and 
Arthur could not leave town sooner. He wrote J\r.P. to his 
ntuuc now, and was the right liaud, under the rose, of Loid 
Hwaytherealm, the greatest man in the Loiier House. Su 
Harry was there to welcome them, but not Lady Ashley. 
On the following *Sunday afternoon, however, the two 
•families mot together, near tho*secludcd cottage of IVatsoii 
the gamekeeper. Watson’s mother, an old w^oman ol hve^ 
* tmd-seventy, was sunning herself outside, on the bench, 
when Mr, and Mrs. Ashley and their eldest child came up. 
Mrs. Ashley, a very affable young \{oniau, but just now in 
delicate health, sat down by her side, glad of the rest. 
Almost at the same moment. Sir Heiuj Ashley, his wife, 
and Master Oamagie also appeared in view. 

Do yop remember Hannsdi ? ” inquired Airs. Ashley. 

Of course not, at first, for old Hannah was growing dim 
of Bight, and had not seen hft:* for several years. 

“ You remember me ? ” interposed Arthur. 

" Remember you, Alaster Arthur I ” reiterated old Hannah; 
“ I must foi^et myself before I forget you.” 

/ “ Well—this lady is fiiy wife. And you know I married 
AnnR Rivers. She was a favourite of yours, iu days gone 
by.” 

The old woman’s face Kghted up with intelligence, and 
when the bustle iftccasioned by the greeting of Sir 11001 y 
Ashley had sub^ided^t she beckoned forward the little boy 
by Mrs. Ashley’s side. * 

," What do they oa’ ye, my bonny baim ? ” she hn^ttired. 

He was A gentje child of three years, with the fair curls 
and bright toon featured of the Ashley rsee^ When he 
was made to comprehend t]je question—for though it Was 
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lifty yciirs since old Hannah came to Ashley, she bad 
never entirely abandoned her Scoboh tongue*—^ho answered 
thnidly; 

Ryle Ashley.” 

“ Then tak’ care o’ your&el\ my baini; tak’ gudo eare.o’ 
him. Miss Anna,” she added, looking at Mrs. Asliley,for 
as sure oa ye all stan’ round me, he’ll be one day Cliief o’ 
Ashley.” , 

“You are mistaking tl\^j children,interrupted Lady 
Ashley, in a cold, proud tone, as she pushed forward Car- 
nagic to\\ards Hannah. “This is Sir Harry’s son, the 
heir to Ashley.” * 

“Nac, nae, my leddy,” she uiisnercd, laying her hand 
with a fond, pitying gastore upon little Carnagie’s straight 
black hair, “he’s no bom to l)e the inheritor of Ashley. 
IJave yc nac heird the tradition, that there’s only three 
names that can inherit Ashley ? Arthur, Henry, and Kyle ; 
each name in its ain proper turu,^ml nae to supersede the 
other: Inve Jrc nae heard it ? Sir Harry kens well that 
it hai^ always been so. Sir rfarry, why did you nae name 
your son Ryle ? ” 

Shades of anger, perplexity, and deep, deep paleness 
IMSsed over Lady Ashley’s dark face. Sir Harry had pro-^ 
posed that name for his son; urged it; but she in he^* 
strong selt-will had insisted on calling tiie child Carnagie. 
“ Rylr was the name of my favourite brother, Arthur’s 
father.” be bad fl\id. The more reason, had persisted Ledy 
AsLley, for its not? being given tp hfr child. * 

Sir Harry laughed now, jokingly at old •Hannah. “ We 
have come to days of enlightenment, IJannab,” he eaid, 
“ and have done with gho^its and traditions^ Sir Oarnagie, 
Ashley will do for the nineteenth century.” • 

Hannah shook her head. “ Ye ken ^eel, Sir Harry; Cllat 
once, when ye were a^ randoiUf lad o* nineteen, ye fell iuU) 
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an unlucky sctapc. Kobliing but money wouUl got y(‘ out 
of it, and that yo had nae got; and ye did nac dare to tdl 
your faMier, Sir Arthur. I could nae help ye, but I told 
ye to keep a good heart, for that you would surely coTnc 
some time to be the laird o* Ashley. I told ye that Henry 
came next to Arthur in the succession, and Ryle after that, 
and then it went bark to Arthur again. You laughed at 
me; for ye had two brothers^ older than you were, fine, 
Jiealthy yonths, and*likely to Ivve. But in a few years jc 
found that I had told ye truth. You should ha’ named 
your boy Ryle.” 

“We will name the next so,” was the baronet’s good- 
humoured reply. 

“ Ye may never have another. l>nt I think ye are mock¬ 
ing at me, Sir Harry, as ye did in your young days. What 
did I tell you, Mr. Arthur, amaist half a score year agone 
she continued, turning to Mr. Ashley. “ It was the day yo 
sheltered mi here from th^ tliundci'storm, ye mind, when yc 
wjpre wearing the mourning fresh for your fartier. Ye were 
saying ye would do this to tlie estate and ye would dy> tluit 
when it was yours. Do yc fiiind now what I said to ye ? ” 

“ To be ssure 1 ” cried Arthur, humouring the old lady. 

You told me not to count upon Ashley, for that to suc- 
<;ecd Sir Harry I shoulif have been named Ryle, and that if 
no riyle arose to Succeed him, the title would lapse.” 

“I thought it would lapse,” she went on. “Wh«n Mr. 
Ryle, your father, died in Sir Harry’s lifetime, I thought 
nothin/ else but that it would lapse wirti Sir Harry. But 
now there’s another Ryle arisen in your son. Is that why 
ye named him so, Mr. Arthur ?*” 

• “^No! almost fiercely interrupted ^Arthur. “ I named 
him Ryle 4n remembrance of my father. ^ I truly hope Sir 
Hatry’s own children may succ.?ed him.” 

“My bairn,” said the v^oma^ taking little Ryle’s 
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Land in hers, who hod stood qniefeljrat hoi‘ knee, looking 
into her wrinkled face with his clear ldn$ ©yes, ** when yo 
are a great man and aro called Sir Eyle, |) 0 rhapa yo hiay 
have a little boy of your am. AUnd what I say to ye, 
hun AitJiur^ and dinua forget it. If yo are alive stall, 

Anna—and it is to be ho^ ye will be for many a year 
after that—see that it is done.” 

“I think you are fanciful,” siid Mrs. Ashley to the 
old Iddy, in a good-natured but udbelieving tone, as if 
she would not combat too rudely her curious prejudicesl 

What difference can a name make in the sneoesedon to 
Asliley ? The thing is not possible.” ■ 

“ We don’t see why such things should be and such not, 
Miss Anna; there are« matters beyond our ken. 1 conld 
tell you stranger things that run in families than this, but 
1 conld nae tell ye why they run; no, nor their ain selves, 
dbr their kith nor km: and we may plan and wo may talk, 
but they can nae be turned aside. Sir Harry ke|i8, and Sir 
Arthur kenned it afore him, that none but those three 
names, each in its turn, have Over been the lairds o’ Ashlby 
—nae matter how improbable^at one time their sucoessiou 
may have seemed.” » 

“ If you intend to remain here, Sir Harry, I ah^l take 
ray leave,” interposed Lady Ashley,* in a suppressed tetopes^^ 
of passion. 

Th^y all walked away, Sir Harry and his nephew making 
merry over old Hannah’s soleimi belief in the infalUhihty 
of a name# To give an instant’s serioijts thoti^t*td lijeh 
“trash”—Sir Harry’s expression-^would*have been in* 
juriona to the d^nity of all the Ashleys# Tet what ihev 
old woman had stated was an inconkovert&Ie 
since the creation of the baronetcy, two 
before, the holders of it had been Arthtur, Henry 
Artbnr, Henry, in stic<|Ssion down to the present 
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Tho two childm walked together on the graob. 
They presented a complete oontmt i the one, lowering and 
sullen in^oouiitenaiioe, dark as hie own nature, the other, 
hH saiiles and good huraour, Ijady Ashley repeatedly called 
Ciirnagie, as if she would detach him from little Byle, hub 
Caruagio had inherited his mother’s self-will and declined 
to listen. 

“What are ^ou going to do with yourself to-morrow ?” 
demanded Sir Harry «of his nepliew. 

• “I intend to have a day’s d^ing. There used to he 
‘ capital trout in the stream. Do you ever trouble them ? ” 

• “ Not I. I see uo fun in the sport. If—* ” 

A sharp cry, as of pain, interrupted them, and they 
looked round for the children. C^riiagio Ashley, wliobo 
ii*e had been raised by something which he could not 
himself eicplaiu, was beating Ryle unmercifully. 

“ Hallo 1 cried Mr. Ashley. “ Camagic I What, heat 
a boy less thau yourself! ” 

** Oarnagie 1 *’ shouted *Sir Harry ; “ have done, sir ! 
Oafnagie \ ” • 

It was of no use to call. •Camagie, in his fury, dould 
not hear. The little child was screaming, as much from 
terror as from pain, for the blood was streaming from 
^*s nose on to his dress, but Oarnagie still hit on. Mr. 
Ashley, wlill wras jap with them quicker than his uncle, 
seised Oamagio by* the waist, and deposited him a few 
yards olF, where h© stamped and screamed. Sir liaiTy 
Sthnned ^ him, hut Lady stood ^ ImmovaKle as 

a Statue, looking at her son with intense satisfaction. 
Politeness kept Hr. and Mrs. *Ai^ley from saying Avhat 
thf^ihou^t o4 Master Oarnagie, and the parties separated 
to, ^f^irent homes. 

, *;j)on’b you allow that ol4 creature a pension?” in* 
quir^^La^y Ashley hf her husband, as they walked towards 
ABhley4 "Hannah Watson ? ^ 
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« Yes." 

“ Then discontinue it.” 

“ Out of iny power, Lady Ashley. My father commenced 
it before his death, and left the charge to me. 1 (Mh « 
sacred tiiist.” 

“ She ought to be turned off the estate. How dan d she 
insult us to our faces—saying that Caimagie would never 
succeed you ? ” 

*‘¥or pity’s sake don’t^let that tri)uble you,” returned 
Sir Harry, laughing heartily. “Old Hannah was alwajs 
full of her Scotch ‘superstitions: she would make you 
believe in ^ond sight, if you would listen to her. AS 
worthy a woman, she, as ever liveii, and was of quite a 
sujxjrior family, though she lowered her-jelf by marrying* 
my father’s gamekeeper. I wish, Lauretta,” he added more 
seriously, “ you would go occasionally aiuongsl the people on 
the wtate; I thiuk you might find it of advantage to yon.” 

“ The specimen I have met to-^ay has not beep an inviting 
one,” was the repellent reply of Lady Ashley. 
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CHAPTER V. 

% 

THE BVTTERFLV CHARE. 

• 

jMr. Ashley sat broiling himself upon the edge of the trout 
Stream, and by his side, quiet as a mouse, sat* little Kyle. 
Ere long, Sir Henry Ashley, holding Carnagie by the lunid, 

• came behind them. Byle, who couick not forget yesterday, 
shrank close to his father. 

“ What sport, Arthur ? ” 

“ Isot any, yet, 1 had letters to ^\•tvte to-day, and did not 
come as soop as 1 thought yf doing. There’s a bite 1 hush I 
stop I ” 

There really was, the first* bite. It was a poor little 
trout, not worth the landing,* but Mr. Ashley secured him, 
almost with the delight of a schoolboy. It was nearly two 
years since he had enjoyed a day’s fisliing, and then not for 
t)fout. Carnagie and Hyle watched the process uith interest. 
When^r. Ashley threw his line into the water again, Sir 
Harry prepared to leave. 

“ 1 want to stay,” said Master Carnagie. 

“ You Cannot, Carnagie. I must take yen homo.” 

** Let him stay<f you like,” interposed Arthur. “ I’ll take 
care of him. ^ovided,” he added, turning to young Car- 
nagie, he promises to sit still and does hot quarrel.” 

“ No, I believe I must take him,” rejoined Sir Hurry, 
** Hit i^other will find fault with me if I do not.” 

He walked away, draggings by the^hand the unwilling 
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bgy, who kept hitt head turned rondd io the direction of 
the stream. When they came to the whe^ the trees 
would shut out all view of it, Oamagle’s fe^ became 
glued to the" ground, aftd he sobbed out that he woultf go 
back to sec the fish caught* 

“ The fish are ugly,” smd Sir Harry. 

Oarnagie’s sobs increased to a roar; and Sir Harry, never 
famed for his resolution, yielded. ^WcU, riui back,’* he 
said, ** and sit down close t« little Byle? I will send Fatieno^ 
to fetch you presently. And hark ye, 0^nagio-*if you are* 
troublesome to Mr. Ashley, or ill-natured to Byle, I will 
never let you stay anywhere again.” 

Not waiting for a second permission, the boy darted 
straight back to^vurds Mr. Ashley. Sir Harry watched him * 
halfway across the plain, then turned, entered the pork, 
was lost to view. At the same moment, Oarnagie was 
attracted by the sight of a butterfly, and, postponing the 
fish-catching, child-like, for this new attraction, die changed 
his course alid went after it. It drew him away to Jhe 
ri^hl^ bearing rather towards the stream. A curve in the 
liante soon took him beyond view of Arthur Ashley, even 
supposing the latter had known he was there, and looked 
after him, which he did not. ^ ^ 

It was a famous chase. Now the butterfly would ^scen^ 
with fluttering wings, and Oarnagie, raisiifg h^ hands, would 
deenrit in his clasp. Once he thought it was his, and took 
off his hat to throw over it; but away it soared, h^h and 
far, as if attracted by the scent of the distant l%Em*>fleld, 
which went stretching down to the streafh, and away and 
away flew the ohild after it, drawing nearer and nearer tdwaid 
the water. * ^ \ 

Mr. Ashtey sat on, at his sport, trying to h<K>k the ^b, 
his head running upon hooks of anotheii; sort, in tiie pblfttcal 
world. By^ began lo showaymntome of wearinass. His 
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legs hfld never ton ttfcill ^ loag before. “ Here’s some one 
coning,” he said to his father. 

It vra% a young woman, Oamagie’d nai^se. **If you 
plea^, sir,” she said, advancing close to them, where is 
* Master Ashley ? *’ 

“ Master Ashley \ ” returned Arthur^ who did not know 
the girl. “ Bo you mean Master Carnagie Ashley ? ” 

Yes, sir. Sir Harry has just couio home, and sent me 
here for him. He iUiid he fishing along with you, 

fir.” 

Arthur opened his eyes in wond^, “There is some 
^rror,” he returned. “ I think you must haVe misunder¬ 
stood Sir Harry. He did not leave the child here.” 

■ “lam sure, sir, I did not misunderstand what Sir Harry 
said,” was the reply of Patience. “ My lady was not pleased, 
and Sir Harry said Master Ashley had made such a hulla; 
haloo-«-as he called it—to stop and watch the fish canght, 
that he was^forced to let h|m. And he ordered me to bring 
him home now, whether he cried or not.” 

^ It is vciy extraordinary,” Sxolaimcd Mr. Ashley. “ The 
child did want to remain, and?[ offered to take care of him, 
but Sir Harry said Lady Ashley would prefer his going 
home, and he took him away. Carnagie! ” shouted Mr. 
A?^y, at the to^ of his voice, as he retreated from the 1>ank 
and l^ked round.* Carnagie 1 ” 

No answer. The hum of the summer's afternoon, oi the 
btmug insects, of the gleeful birds, was in the air ^ but 
there wa^no other answer. 

“ had hatter go back find inquire of Sir Barry where 
' he'<]^ft hli]^”,hc said to the maidf ** It was not here.” 

Aocordit^ly Ae did so, making good speed, |,and Mr. 
Ashl^ xesumed his seat and his rod. He was not in the 
least^jufieasy, and the matter laded from his mind, for he 
Believed the mistake to be th^ servant's* that she had 
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uiisundci'sfcood hur master. But, ere long, Lady Asbiey was 
8“en flying towards him. 

What have you done with my child ? ” she jauted, as 
she approached ; and her eyes glared as he had never*setn 
them glare but once, and that was several years before^ in 
Ashley shiiibbeiy, when she w^as Miss Oarnagie. 

Mr. Ashley rose, and raised his hat. Ho thought her strong 
emotion was but the effect of her exertion in running. 

“ I have sent the servanf to the house to inquire of Hir 
Harry where he left him, Lady Ashley. It was not with me.* 
“ It is false I False'as you are, Arthur Ashley. Sir Harry 
did leave hiiil with you. Give me my child ! Where have* 
yon hidden him ? Have you put him into the water I ’ 
Before Mr. Ashley, surprised and confounded, could find 
words for reply, Sir Harry neared them. He was not so 
^svift of foot as his wife. Patience also was advancing 
iHjhind. “ Arthur,” called out Sir Harry, “ where’s Oar- 
jjagio ? ” 

*• I have not seen him since you took him away. You 
remember you refused to leav^ him with me.” * 

** I know I did. But ho erted to come back, and I sent 
him, 1 watched him come.” 

“ I assure you that he did not come,” replied Mr. Ashley. 
“ I have not stirred from this spot,* Bo you say you v akM 
him come here ?" 

b watched him halfway across the field. He was 
making fast for you, straight as an arrow.” 

Arthur lookedi* terribly confounded. And thdi more so 
liecanse Lady Ashley still glared steadfastlf upon him, with 
her white teeth set, ond hef accusing expression. 

The servant, Patience, had turned aside^ but was agpin 
seen advancing now. Her face was pale as wjith affright, 
and she laboured for utterance. ” Oh, sir 1 oh, my lady« I ” 
Was her confused exclamatio% before she had well reached 
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spoke, literally tremblei^ from his agitated lips. ^My 
frieads,**^ he said, standmg bareheaded, ^ yotrhavc, most of 
you, known me from childhood, and can judge whether I, 
am capable of committing so revolting a mme. Here ’’— 
be snddenfy snatched at the hand of Hyle, and pulled him 
forward—“ stands my own child: had the lives ^ the 
children been in my power, had 1 been compelled to sacrifice 
one of them, I swear to yon that it should have been this 
one, rather tlv^n the obhf?* 3ir Harry,he added, clasping 
in his agitation the baronet^s arm, ** I never saw or heard 
your child from the moment,you walked away with him : 
had I witnessed him in any danger, J[ would have saved 
his life at the expense of my own. Surely yon believe 
me ? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” groaned Sir Jlarry, wringing his nephew’s 
hand. I sec how it is. I should have watched him into 
your charge. Somethiug must have attincted the boy aside. 
It is my carelessuess which has can&ed this.” ^ 

“ Oh, take ^leart, all of you! take heart, my lady! ” said 
cheerful Surgeon Gay, who was sure to look on the best side 
of things ; “ yolf don’t know yet that anything is really 
amiss with .the ^y. He may have strplled away. The 
hat’s nothing,” he continued, in answer to a man who raised 
it as if to Qpnfate his argument. “ Last autumn, when my 
fourth boy’s cap was discovered in Pr<4iti*s Pond, ^and 
brought home, w^et, to his mother, she wouldn’t hear a 
word but that he was drowned, went into a succession of 
jfits, and wauted me to put the shnt^prs up. Two houi 
aftearwards, the young Turk walked himself home, with h*^ 
pinafore full of blackberries. Ho won’t forget the tanning 
I gave him, though,, if he lives to be a hundred.” 

The miller, James Heath, whose cottage was on the 
opiibsite shore, some way removed from it, was how seen 
crossing the foot-bridge. His face was whiter t^ftn usual 



THE BUTTEEPLY CHASE. 


49 


thetDy Grtmci's boy has just met me, and he asjs ih^y thluk 
thereV a child drowned, for a hat is floating on the water/* 

« ** Wbeare ? A hat—^where ? ** demanded Mr. Ashley, 

“ Bound there. Beyond the bend,” 

He ^mhod away, the rest following him. Jfo one paid 
attentioq^ to little Kyle, so the servant jiickcd him up in her 
arms, and ran after them. 

lK)Wer down the stream, muck lower, they camo upon <t 
group of idlers who had colleGj|^ there, fulioarcrs and 
others. One of them hejd on a stick a child’s straw hat 
dripping with water, which he had just fished ashore. It 
was Carnagie Ashley’s. There was nobody to be seen, tbey 
^id,but it might he lower down—have gone down with the 
current, ^ 

”Is anything the matter.^” demanded the \oico of 
Surgeon Gay, hastening up to the people, whom he had 
discerned as he came along the by-path from the villj^c, 

** Matter ^enough,” a countryman replied. “ Sir Hany’s 
heir was m the water. At least his hat wasi and the hnv 
was missing.” 

** I accuse him of the murder,” impetuously broke forth 
Lady Ashley, pointing her finger at Arthur. “ The child 
was left under his charge, and he pretends to know nothing 
of him. He put him into the water.” 

** Be quiet, be quiet, I entreat yon,” cried Sir Harry, in 
agitation. You cannot know what you are saying.” 

*‘The child stood between him and the inheritance,” per- 
isted Lady Ashley, f^ho was excited almost to madness, far 
beyond all control. ** Only yest^;day we caught him |flottiqg 
with one who assured him his son should succeed to Ashley, 
and not Sir Harry’s, It is he who has maSe away with the. 
bhlld,’* 


* B?ery vestige of ceflour—the bright colour of the Aslileys 
iken Hr. Ashley’s cheeks, and the words, wf he 
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wbich ii» lilt^ tie^d'to l)e» fot it wa6 always under a 
Uyer of didur. He 8te|^»e<} into tlte midst of the group, 
taking oil his bat iirh^n no saw the ^hioys« 

** li^ose ohild is it ? ” he inqnired* ** My wife witnessed 
the aecidetit from her bedroom window.’* 

Lady Ashley grasped his arm> the white dost from the 
man’s clothes soiling her rich gauze dress. ** Speak, speak! ” 
was echoed around, and “ SpeakJ**-reiterated the passionate 
lady; ** tell me who fbrow him In.” 

* The little fellow was coming across the plain, my wife 
said, running hard, and throwing his hat up, as if trying to 
^tch something. She thinks it might he*one of the 
summer cockchafers, or maybe a butterfly. She could not 
sec him distinctly so far off, but she* believed it was one ol 
the young ones from the parsoni^e. He was spinning along 
with ^l his might, his hat raised for another throw, and hg 
came, without knowing it, on to the edge of the water, and 
tumbled right in, head ovgr heels.” 

“ Why did she not save him—why did she not give the 
alarm ? ” uttered Mr. Ashley.* 

Because she could not, niifortuimtely, as Mr. liay 
can tell you; she can’t stir a peg,” 

Mr. Gay nodded, ♦* SJe has not recovered the use of her 
liiUbs since her atta#:,” he said, ** and as they place her on a 
chair, ?o she must rtmain. I am on my way to see her now.” 

*^$he called and shouted,” proceeded the miller, ** tiii she 
was a’most hoarse, says. But J was in my inilh and 
when thlb’s a-going there’s no chance ofl^ny hearing any¬ 
thing else, and Che girl was gone to the village. Bo the 
Immie-door waa shut, and, more (!|h<^n that, all the windows 
w&d Whoso child was it ? ” 

** It was the young heir.” 

The miller started^ and looked at his landlord. “ Oh, Sir 
Harry I I did not know-— 
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What he would hate said was interruiiicd by liady 
Ashley* “ Who pushed him in ? ” she uttered—who 
' threw him into the stream? Was it not Arthur 
Abhley ? ’* • ^ 

“iTsy” repeated the miller, his coontenauce expressit^ 
every degree of astonishment. ♦* Lord love yo, my lady I 
Mr. Arthur ain’t one to hurt a hair of a child’s Itead. ^hc 
{loor little innocent was a-runniog about, in his sport, and 
fell in of his own acco«l. nThere was^iot a soul near him— 
more’s the pity but what there had been,” 

The body was not found till late at night, by torchlight. 
Sir Horry and Mr, Ashley were both amongst the crowd ori" 
the banV, and it was the latter who received the nnltlcky . 
ohiid from the men.* A momentary weakness overtime 
him. When it had passed, he turned to his uncle. ** He 
ivas my little godson,” he whispered. I would give all I 
am worth to recall him to life. I would have given more 
than I am worth to «ave him.” 

But not so said the crowd. ** It is a mercy for him that 
he is taken in liis infancy,” they murmured to each ot£er, 

** before the responsibility of*tight and wrong can lie upon 
him. With his crafty disposition and violent passions, 
there’s no telling what evil he ^ight have done, had he 
lived ; or what might not have been his end.” 

“ And not less a mercy for the place, v muttered ^rgeoii 
Gay«to himself. “ It would have fared but badly, had he 
live4 to become Sir Caruagie Ashley,” 
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81. OCKT. 

The scenery around Bt. Quest was charming*, but the town 
•was odious. Town indeed ! it was nothing but a hamlet, 
with two hundred houses in it, and a gutter, a prd wide, 
running through the middle of its pi^ncipal street, after the 
approved custom of French towns. St. Quest lay in a re¬ 
mote valley, not far from the Eastern Pyieuees, which could 
be ^een in the distance on a clear day, and to gain it from 
the high-road you had to encounter a remarkably steep 
descent and a sharp turn* safe enough for the surefooted 
mules of the vdliges, but less •agreeable for the post-horses 
of travellers. 

The hot day was over, one Thursday in August, and the 
inhabitants Ot 8t. Quest sat ontside their doors un eithei 
side the guttei', cooling ftiemselvcs in the air and the scent 
before going to be^. Thg place could boast of a large and 
good inn, for tlie road above St. Onest was one of ^aific, 
and travellers were apt to turn off it to the village when 
they Wauited rest, or to ebango their post-horses.* The 
Hdtel dvL Lion d^Qr stood at the entrance of the town, its 
host being the postmaster, as the sign over his large doors 
intonated : ^i^gttste Dusommerard, Maitre do Poste aux 
Chevaux.** Where Hmuiieur Auguste hid himself in the 
day>^ithe nobody could tell; perhaps the ^f^ could; but 
the aetive, bustling nondnetor of the business was madame 



bu! life '14' tfee 

coobl^ffibe ^w tio ^ setv^tis, 9ji;^rii(i^llfe gitesi;^ 
tQ tbe marMii^^ ah^ 9av ^ 

^w to evei 7 thki£^.' 1 V'!)a<^ wofcM. ^mt 
l^chm^ <16 'idtboat fcheir oI«ver niivift t ^ * 
Madlime t>m>masies0!St^ like ^ Mil of 01 s 

the beB6h iji, front ef her hotel* She^T«Si ^ii 
womoa, ^th a olc^ omptesdon qniioli; 

^rhtee of her mat^s eat on mtm ^ 

end, while the gat^on Bah^ae t)^ey h«d ooriebpted hia name 
Jean) rested hinoself m tlie poHeeocts^e^ fitting 011 the 
low po'^fc whieh leattijd against its corner/ 'HeAttWhil^ the 
niglit drew <m and the cafes began to cwijpty tlii|msi0lYe8. 
Motn<icnr Daeotamers^^ might then have bem^ seenuaanter-^ 
iog towards home in hb shirt^eeves, and hie ^hr6w 
with one of the wrlathands, for it wan alwa^ hot ior the cafes^ 
especially ihe Cafe dn Boleil, which he patronised* 

Madame I madame!” suddenly iwneamed.forth oUe of 
the maids on the henoh, *^we are going to have travellers 
to-ftight* I hear the sonnd.’^ ' 

** Bah I ” responded madama. “ Who is likety to coine 60 
late as this ? Your ears ate too due, OOlesfeinei’^ ^ 
OOkstine had a remarkahiy ^nink ear, and sotnetimes 
snmed ttpoh it, h«lt she knew she %ips fight now. ^ Hiey 
have tnr^ off the food, and aEtt^ming down/* »)j^ aafd* 
**Twg carriages the^ tniiist he^ fer I hear adoubkf*aet of 
liotsfi®--three iw^oitf to ^h carriage.**" « A 

VitStsm bent^hOr is So/^ she ajadahned 

“Look alilvi^ mjr giAi* ' Zoa, get out of th^ potte' cOoMre,’* 
<*Sle. ^*l|lr.fZa3Qfe m ^4 le^cpt^ke^ 

fih!^pia<36 cm tlie p ^; vd^Vthe toatteh 
ate advanb^ at stioh h pkad 
Hhdhine rose« ddu ii^h)dti& Q6mit(d^ift|d4 f 

did th^ his 





I>oi8t, tm up Vy tho side of 

VOi^y&rd^ wheuoo ke had a view 
^(4 th^ d^i^poixt oi humls w* Never had they 

yet b^iKid iiorses <^^ihwp that h0} at a more fearful pace. 

fm&gUsbmau would 
have rofi^^ Mwardy at th^ risk of chmgor to hiiuBelf^ in 
the iti^ of W^ttlhg it tf^ Net so ^ : he 

Ohly looked 0 % mA fOr^o0mte(|uenoes. Two carriages 
were desoendiug ther hllh ^ke ^tiUohs of l^e iirst, who 
had lost OOmu^ud of .thckr homes, were shouting and 
screaming as cmly Fienhhmen can scmam. On, on tore the 
icattie; safely till thi^y came to the sharp tm^iing near to 

the Lion'd’Or i but then-^horses, oarriago« and men were 

down, a hdghtfuh frightened mass.' 

Zan oDudesqehdtd to advance thmt: mine host was soon 
wltll hinX) &ud half 3t. Onesh at' mine host’s heels. The 
postOions were drawn out first*, one of them, though 
bruised and hati^ered* shook himself and staggered back to 
afford what help he could*: the other was dead. The horses 
W^re next secured fh>m doing further mischief, and then 
the carriage'could be got at.^ It contained a gentieman and 
lady* Tlmyormer^ who was getting in years> had his head 
and lane covered with bkod, cat hy the glass. They Inrought 
him out^ l£ Auguste aifd another supporting him. He did 
not seem much injured, confused and partially stunned. 

“ ^oae the lo^e of BeOTU \ he said, “ get a doctor. A 
dbolto. Does anybody nnd^nstand me!^» Does affvbodv 


R p i ^lr T togi itth f *’ 

. Oui, 0 ^ 


I * 


^6 fiaiidlady, I do,com^ 


laitf vttc( I dherchea Mm&iieur 


hr^vell^^hf hk^ime, and Up 

:0f frmn'them: 
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*• Ob, f am all Iwuuswcred, aluiysl# couteniptuoiisly. 

“ It is the lady.” 

They were removing her from the carriage, totally iu- 
sensible. A lady under thirty, dark in completions but 
very handsome. The ready wit of the landlady suggested 
a mattn^, and one was brought in no time. They JfoM Jier 
on it, and carried her to the hotel. 

** Are we to stop here for ever ? ” screamed a female volce^ 
iu native French, from the pther carriage, which had been 
brought to a stuudstill, aiidHhe horses' heads turned against 
the bank, while liu* postboys bad gone on to the scene of 
accident. Just eoino and open this door, some of you 
<r:iping mob: ^ i can’t do it from the inside. Do you think 
wo don’t want to reach miladi and sec what damage is 
dtUKr’' 

The door was speedily opened, and, scolding and talking, 
the damsel des(*endcd from it. She was a French lady’s 
maid. Uchind her came also a coloured woman, holding in 
her arms a rosy bleeping child of fcMir ytHirs, fair a.' alakister, 
with long liaKen curls. , 

“ I]st-eilc blesscc ? t'st-eilc iu<^e ? ” demanded Madcunoi- 
s Hr Darbarie, us she approached her master, too much 
tiurried to be ccremonioits. 

I don’t know what she is,” he replied ; and, it may be 
observed that, tlunigh be bad never brought his ton^ie to 
nrt(*r half a W'oid iu French, he (H)ald pai*tially make it out 
wljeii tpoken by otkem. ** Ask if the doctor will belong, 
!hu’bat;ic ; if he lives far olf.” 

The d >ctor livefi in the ceutrt' of the village, uc\rdt>or to 
the chemist’s shop, and right over the savQi:6*y gutter, which 
was there at its wid^i. A tong and eager (][ueae (madamc 
so phrased it) had flown to fetch him, and iti'a few minutes 
he was in the lady’s cluynber. • 

Little intermission had he in his visits there for the uhkt 
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thirty hours ; iu<lc<‘d, he scua‘oly left it. The iwxiduut liad 
not seriously injured her, nnlcbs—herc was the danger— 
afber-eouseqaenees should ensue. The whole house, doctor 
included, addre.^sed the travellm as milor and niiladi. 
They were of the English nation, and rich, and that was 
(juite sufficient. 

“Milor” on the Friday was tolerably well, wdth the ex¬ 
ception of the diachylon plaster on his head and face. He 
saw no reason why ht should not have some diuner, so he 
•rdered it, and walked about the sitting-room (which con¬ 
tained his bed in one corner), eoreiderahly chafed and 
•restive until it should be ready. He had uever felt fo 
“ bored ” in hia life. Unable to show himself in the strcc't, 
for he w'as conscious that with those jplastors he looked very 
like a Guy Fawkes : not choosing to appear even in tin* 
“ salle,” with its everlasting eating-table, never unlaid, and 
the staring Zan ; excludoil from his wife’s chamber, and 
confined to this iiaiTOW one of his own, with its sanded 
fioor, he thought the day tiever would pass. He asked for 
some books; they brought him four, all French, and useless 
to him: he asked for his s^X‘et little daughter, lilariehe, 
but she had been taken out for a walk : ho had recourse to 
the window, but nothing was to be seen but a olow^l-up 
house opposite, and the fil^-end of the gutter. “ Furgatory ” 
(a wend he had just made out in the French books) “ could 
not be worse than this I ” ejaculated milor. 

It struck four, and Olestiue and the landla<ly came in t<) 
lay the clpth for his dinner. He could ha^e embraced •them 
both. At the same moment, a sound arose from the street, 
as of solemn chanting, and luad^mc and Ct^lestino sped to 
the window. !{|lilor peeped also from* behind the calico 
ciirtaiu. 

“ What’s going on ? ” he asked. 

It W'as a Boman Catholic funeral, winding along towards 
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ihe cmetery. A number of persons followe<l it, cidefly of 
the poorer class. 

“ Fauvre Etienne 1 ” cried the landlady, her r^y teal's 
falling. “ To think that this time yesterday he was as*well 
as we are.” 

Why, you never mean to say that whoever i« in that 
eofliri was alive last night i'” exelaimed the Eugh^hmun, 
<*atcUing the henae of her words. 

** ft is the custom with us to burj them the day after 
df ath,” explained matlame. This is a )u>t climate, inilor*. 
And indml, Ihe stmie'day, if Uiey die early in the morning, 
and wo can s^ct th(‘ ptvpaiution'a rcidy.” 

“8ltarp work. I should think some get, interred alive, 
f snpiHise (hos(* little fioya, walking neart'st, are sons oC the 
ilcatL What did lie die of ? ” 

, The Imdlady uttered an ejcclaiimtiou of astonishment. 
“ liut is it possible that milor dues not know that it is the 
funeral of the poor postilion who drove him last night ? ” 
ITc felt greatly shocked, almost to tremor, and sat down 
OR a chair. Ho had known fhe poor fellow was killed, IVnt 
thus to sec his body borne y^ist to the gi'avc brought the 
horror mon^ palpably home to him. 

“ It is just as if ’t was to bo Etienne Baux, and none but 
he ! ” exclaimed tbe landlady. When I ordered post- 
horses out for that travelling-carriage yesterday morning, 1 
orderiid lame Jaoo out with them; then I found that lame 
Jaco was down with the fever, and liad never come at all 
that ‘day to liis^work. So I called out that hoiiig tlie 
I>{U'esseux shpuld go. With that, up comes poOr Etiehnc 
and said he would go, ifiil pleased, for that Louis the 
|)ares3Ciix wanted tb wait and drive the mail, to see his 
brother, who was dying in the next town.—^Th(d*^nasty fever, 
milor, has played ml work with us this year, all thron^put 
the department.—So poor J^tienne w^nt with the horses, 
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Ktojij[xvl thuirc for tlio day, and was driving thoiri back in 
yonr carriage at nigbfc. Ah me I ” 

leave many children ? ” vras the grave inquiry, 
whole ttonp of them. Five or &ix—ia it not, 
Cvdcatine ? And another on the road, more’s the pity ! ” 
The procession had wound itself out of sight, up the hill, 
and maiime and OcJestinc wlilsked out of the room again. 
It was the former who brought in the soup. 

What did milor •think ? The doctor had been iu 
hulskli’s room since one o’clock, eating nothing, suppose 
she asked him down to take a plate of soup ? 

Yes, of com*se,” was the rc.i(ly answer. ** Kot soup ” — 
wfch a rueful glance at the watery contents of the tureen — 
“something better; meat and wine.*,’ 

The doctor came; and swallowed down the contents of ti 
soup-plate, standing. It was honm^ exceihnte^ he saiil, 
better than meat, which he had no time for, and as to wint* 
—no, no. He had need that day of a steady hand and coni 
head. Ail*was going on* well, he added, but it liad been a 
erttical accident for miladi. •And ever since she came to 
her senses she had given way to such excitement; ifas so 
anxious that the child should be a boy, that it should be 
born alive, 

** We have no heir,” \jxplaiuod the Englishman, through 
the Itadhidy. “A cannot inherit.” The surgeon 
slitiigged his shoulders. Living under the equalized^codes 
of France, our laws of heirship were about as easy for him 
to undemtand as those of the ancient Med^ and Persians. 

'By the help- of some good claret, of which he was com- 
pell^ tO'd^ink^ sparingly lest his head should inflame, the 
forlorn guest got through the rest the day. On the 
following one he determined to go out, Rasters or no 
ph^m. Another day of e^nv 1 t like the preceding one, 
would “ do him up.” All sn^Sciently well in his wife’s 



00 


ASULEy. 


cli<iml)cr, aad wlimi the blnck iiui'sc dresBcd liillo BlaacUo 
tlmt morning, she told her she had a new brother. So by 
dint of pulling hi*4 liat low on his hrow« and tying a black 
silk handkerchief up the sides of his face, he partially hid 
the damages, and sallied out. 

His flmt steps were naturally direclod to the scene of the 
accident, and hero, us he strolled slowly up the bill, after 
((rtiteinplating it, be fonud that the uiteet bad shaken him 
more than he thought, fur he telt fatigued and dizzy, and 
down he sit on the roadside hank. Closing his ey<*s, htl 
only opened tlun at tk' sound of footsteps. 

A trav*lkr%was descending the hill, a sunburnt man about' 
hih <'\vn age, who hell a stout stick in one hand aud his 
stiaw hat in tht* other, wlulst a small ^alise was swung 
louod his shoulders. He uas about to pass tlie iiivalhi, 
when the latter rose up in haste. 

‘‘ Surely,” he exclaimed, it must be ^Jajor Playne ! Tt 
is you, Philip.” 

“ \iul who the dcu(‘e--why, Idess my heart ami mind, if 
1 don't believe it is Henry ‘Ashley ! Cs it you, or yohr 
spirit"? ” 

ft w'us pretty near being my spirit, the day before 
yi^teiday,” was Sir Jlenry Ashley’s reply, as he grasped the 
tr.i\eller‘s Uaud. ‘"How siugulaf that we should meet 

hei>*! *’ ^ 

“Singular! f do not l^elieve it is real. I avhs dreamiin*' 
€ . . ‘ * 
of you last night, and have l>oeu thinking of you to*day, 

hilf i-rsolving thi^ my next move should be to England, to 

pay yon a visit at Asliley, And here, as I dt‘secnd this hill, 

luindrcds of miles away frmn it, and wonder what the old 

beggar I see on its*side has been up to with his face and 

head,, he turns out to be Hal Ashley ! What have you been 

doing to yourself ? ” • •, 

“ If 1 were not a family mag, 1 should make a vow never 
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travel aj!;aiu but as you do --on loot," roj)lied Sir Henry. 
“ Ab wc were eoinhig clown tliis bill, on Thui-sday (‘\iMimu, 
my caiTMigo overturned—there, a little bclow'; and the 
linaf rosulta are still uiieertain.’' 

.“An uwknard bit of road,"mnarked the Major, seanniug 
ir with his keen eye. 

“ Awkward I J iio\ er saw such a nasty hill. 1 wish I 
had those whose place it is to alter it under my magisterial 
thmnh at Ashley. Tt is a disgrace to any civilized land ; 
*l)ut they arc not civilized in this wretched Friinco. One of 
the postboys was killed, the othcif injured, you sec the 
*' ilgnre T ent, and my wn'fc has been driven into premature 
illness.” 

“ How long have you been abrtad ? ” inquired i^fajor 
Hayne, as he sat down on the bank. “ I wj^s not aware 
you had left England.” 

“Twelve mouths. Wc w’ent to Paris first, and siii(‘e tla n 
have hecq^ about, T cai^ hardly tell you where. Eight 
royally glad was T to turn toAvards Olil England again. >\'c 
intended being back there for Ljfdy Ashley’s confinement.” 

“ You don’t like the (''ontftient ? ” 

“ I hate and despise it. I should never luivo conseutc'd 
to come, hut that T^ady^Ashley’s state required change. \Vc 
lost onr eldest child iu a most unfortunate manner—the 
littlc*fellow whose christening we were celebrating the day- 
yon came to Ashley, some years ago. It was a lam^table 
ac‘(*ident, and arose partly through my carelessness. Lady 
A^ley %'cnt nearly out of her mind; indeed, 1 do thini 
that for a time ishe was positively insane, and the medical 
men ordered a csom-nlete chancre of scene. 8o we canift 
abroad.” 

“ Has it.been of service to her ? ” 

»“01i yes; she ^ad grown quite well. And now this 
appalling accident J And fer it to have occurred in this 
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\vi*ct<)iod village, so far as I can sec, has neiibcr 

comfovts uor couvenienoos I Nothing to ho bonght for 
money. I bclicvo they have been obliged to dress the infant 
in Blanche’s things. And, to make it more incouvenjent 
altogether, I caught my man-servant out, a fortnight ago, 
ill such barefaced pilfeiing, that I discharged him. and 
detcimiiieil not to get another, as we were rettiriiiusr home. 
Those foreign servants are all rogues.” 

“ Who is Blanche ? ” demanded Major tfaync. 

“ My little girl. Suppose we go and see her,’^ he oddcil, 
rihing. “ The loveliest child, Philip ! ” 

“ G-ot the Ashley curls ? ” 

“ Ay. The pour hoy was like his mother, but Blanche is 
an Ashley all over.” . 

^fajor ITaync gave Sir Ilarrj' his arm, and they proceeded 
to Ihc inn. The landlady met them at the eiuronce. 

If ad milor been to register the infant at the mmn'f/ 

Not he. “ Milor ” knew nothing about the registering or 
the mnrtp. What did she mean ? 

Then he must go to tire rHnirie without delay. A child 
bora*in Fmn^'e was compelled Go be registered at the maim 
within A few hours of its birth, and Monsieur Ic Commis- 
saire bad just Iooki<l in tf) say it mpt be adhered to iu this 
instmee, although the infant w'as a foreigner and a heretic: 
otherwise they should nil be brought up before the'comt 
to an^’cr for their negligence. Milor must go at once. 

** How can I go amongst the people this object ? ” uttered 
8ir Harry. 

Oh, that was nothing, madame antwei'ed. Everybody 
kuew of the accident, and ^ould only sympathize with the 
patches of plaster, Her husband was waiting to accompany 
milor, in the capacity of witness, and had his best coat on, 

in readiness. * • • 

$ 

So Sir Harry, urowUng, weii4 with Major Hayue and the 
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landlord to tho tthone. The officiating Ercnchniau, \\Iiokc 
face coaid not be soeu for liair, sat, pen in hand, ready to 
mB(jribe,tIjLC child, “ Quel nom ? he demanded. 

‘“He askft what name,’* interpreted Major Hayne, who 
Iwd picked up a sort of language in his travels which did 
for French. “ What is it to be ? ” 

“Name!” uttered the discomhtod Sir 
Aishlcy hikes to fix on the children’s names 
is too ill to bo spoken to. It cannot bo 
• it now.” 

“ Quite indispensable, ho f 
a parley. 

Just hark how' he .. , „ 

“What abfturditiiA,itv^ 

Sir Harry, wrathfui^y., 
infant but a few houi-s old ! Why don*#/ < 
naming a child before it is born ? ” ; 

“ The name is not of mucli eonaequent 
Major. ^ Give him yont* own.” 

* “ No. Lady Ashley said,*000 day, ahe 
“ Give him mine, then, •I'hilip.” 

“ That’s as good as any other, in the ni 
Sir Han'y, “ Tell him ‘ Philip,* Stay* 

Hyle.’ ” • 

^lothcr coUofluy ensued, puzzling tgff] 

Harry flew into a rage at the Frenchi 
bpelUng English names, and at length 
them <h)wm in lai’go letters, and the mat 
the register, .“Philip Kyle, fils de Hei 
ct de Lauretta Carua£rio/^ « 
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ne\cr (ome .ilou<, so llic old bayio^ lun-*. 
v*is t ^ * visittd, towards tht fall ot tiu 

jovf ftjvcr, hdf ay^uish, iiair typhoid. Had oui 
rs of ln*alth fi;ono there, tliey miji'ht probably 
gifted it's cause to th it Minitaiy jjnltcr, whith, with 
equally swctt, ended in a pool of stagnant 
ualaiu. The mlubitants thought nothing ol 
the fe\ir the} ha 3 lietu bicd up in their 
it is Bell known that a iierison going fush 
ty Mhere a disease'leigns is pirticularly liable 
by it, and this may ha\e been the ease uith 
hie}. Oeitain it is, thit, before he had been 
. Quest, he was down Mitli the fcvci. 
fii p ruggle between life and death And whofl the 
4 ^|iger fiom the disease was over, theie app&ired 
*is much danger from the state of m eakness to 
\vhrcu''lie was reduced. It may not have been the header’s 
f01 tune to witness, personally, the offectscof this fever, 
common to many a French town. It has been mine ; and 
I (an truly say that^ there is no weakness, no piostration, 
worse than that entailed by this disorder. , 

■\Vhat Sir Hairy would have done without Major Hayne, 
IS impossible to say Probably lnve*died. The Ma]0] 




. “MIMrU WILL LFi KIND TO HIM?*’ Co 

was las constant aiwl patient nurse, his clieeriru? coinpciaioa. 
Ue uatcliod the moment for admiui'^tcrinij his strengthen* 
iug inedi^sinos and noilrishnicnt, he was e^ur at hand nith 
a cheerful word to rallj^ liis drooping spirits. Sir Harry 
foqbly expressed liis regret tlnit the ^lajor should be sub- 
jeeted to so uearfeome a task, urging him to love liini 
to his fate, and to seek relief in continuing his travels. 

, Wearisome! the Jfajor replied: he should never (‘are, so 
‘ far as he himself ^va^ concerned, to Iks jullier than he was 
flow. Ue Imd been long without a reminder of old times 
in India, and this was one : he had brought many a ehum, 
“there, through worse illness than this I All sorts of 
dients the Hlajor resorted to to amuse the invalid. Jilaneho 
was repeatedly called into I'cijuisitioi, for he thought that 
if anything Could arouse Sir Harry from his dreamy state 
of weakness, it must he the sight of his children, Tlv 
l^fajor condescended to turn nurse, and would hold the 
infant, Blanche’s new brother, on his knee, and exhibit 
its swarthy tacc to Sir llaiTy. The fact wa^i, Alajov Hayne 
bfiflan to fear that unless Sir •Harry would make an effort 
of his own accord to rally, th*fy should h (3 obliged to leave 
him in the (jenietery of St. Quest. The Major was afraid 
of touching the hahy at first, but he got n^ed to it. it 
uas curiotifily small, and bore a striking rmuiblance to its 
inoth<2f in its very dark complexion, piercing black eyes, 
which already had her keen expression, and promises of jet- 
black hair. When it grew to bo five or si\ weeks old, the 
ftfajor uould protend to play at bo-pocp with it. Auylhing 
to excite a languid look or smile from the juvalid. 

The medical men—for in ad(Jiti<>u to the village doctor 
one had heou called in from a distant toVn—at length pro¬ 
nounced that Sir Hany’s best chance of recovery would he 
change* of air. Sir JTarry had thought so from the first, 
for tin* very place, fio deelargd, was j'Cfitilential, and “ tin* 
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htiflrd liim.*’ Major ILayuo eagerly seized on the 
notion, and nudeitook to consult with Lady Ashley. 

n'hiit lady had not left her chamber, though ^hc cliil<l 
w'as then two mouths old, utid consequently had not seen 
her husband during bis illness. “ An unfeeling slmnu'/' 
muttered the Major to himself; ‘‘tlie woman is as eaiuoio 
of eoming down a few stairs and across a corridor ns * am ; 
and if not, she might wrap hei>elf u]» and be carr- d down. 
It’s nil Indimi laziness.” 

The Major w'as md far wrong. However, he euLovetl 
Lady Ashliys ohambT'r and told her w'liy it was necessary 
that they .dihuld depurl. "Would she go ? • 

Ijpay A^]Jley quite laughed at him. Hho might Ixi W’ell 
caouii-li ro think of it hj ahoiitf Christmas, not before, 

’ In tiic half of that time, ma’am, in tlie (juarter of that 
tiiCi', w( ahould luivo to ])ul your busbHiid uiidergroumL if 
he sto}vp(’d here.” 

“ It is of no use talking, Majgr ; it annoys jne. I shall 
not think of stirring from here until I feel 1 am snflieioutiy 
stroi»g to l)car tiie journejr wTthont fatigue.” * 

The Alajor was sorely toiiTptcd to an explosion, but lie 
coughed it down. A bright idea seized him, ** As it may 
be essential lo keep ;our husband* alive, as well as yours^df, 
what do y^ii say to our going forward at once ? ” he asked; 
you can follow at your leisure.” • * 

“Thank you,” resentfully uttered Lady Ashley. “A 
genej-ous proposition that, to leave me alone in this horrid 
place.” * 

“Y'ou scorn fond of it,” retorted th^ Major. “How¬ 
ever, Lady Ashley^ as it'is a matter of life and death 
to Hir llany, and his going or staying tjannot seriously 
utfeet you, 1 shall take upon mj’sclf to act,•and remove 
him.” 

T’he Alujor w \ resoluic* man. "^Yheii once ho doomed 
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tl'.ii. Ijo on^>lil to do n f)iing, ho did it, in of oI»4ucIes. 
rcrhfips hudy Asidoj found this out, f{>r she afterwards 
a(‘(jiiicso()d, Nvith an ill grace, ia the necessity for her 
Imakmd’s departiitc. It was arranged that Blanelie slioiild 
also leave. Sir Houry was anxious to convey the child 
beyond reach of that horrible fev’cr; iu)t that it was gene¬ 
rally deemed infectious, but a sojoiirjier at St. Oii(3st was 
never safe, and he desired to h^ave as little care behind for 
his wife as possible. No sooner decided than done. Major 
tfayne made a bargain for a second-hand nondescript .S(;rt 
of carriage, containing two comporthients. lu the coupc- 
*front of tliia went B(an<jhc and jMam’selle l^arbaric ; in 
the larger iutcrieiir one of the seats was removed and ii 
mattress laid down for the invalid, While the 3Iajor sat on 
the other. And- thus they progressed by easy stages, very 
easy ones indeed, towards Taris. 

*‘(*iel! (^nel malhotir Ii’ ntbTcd Madame Dnsommerard, 
entering Lady Ashlc^ k rofan one gloomy day in Novembei’. 
“ Has miladi heard the nena ! ” ‘ ^ 

*‘Whut news ? ” apalheticaTly responded liiiladi. 

“ That p)or widow of Etienne Banx I She has never 
heon strong since the child was l>oin, and now she is gone. 
I sont^M''hm^ino down with a little bowl of soup, and now 
she has brought it*hack and says the woman died an hour 
ago. The stupid thing, that Thcresine is! but she is a girl 
who never- did have any head. As if she couM not. have 
given the broth to the poor children, instead of lugging it 
back here.” 

“’Whoever will take care of'the children?” exclaimed 
Lady Ashley, s5mewhat aroused. “ There are several, arc 

there not ? ^ 

_ • 

“ Who, indeed! *Tt is a merciful thing, miladi, that 
there’s a God to be a Father to the fatherless. Poor little 
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iToatnreb! It is not that tJiey will be (^uito at, a lanlt for 
nieatis, for milor’s liberality lias prevented but wbo is 
to charge themselves v^ith them and bring tfeem up ? per¬ 
haps Mademoiselle Banx, the ropassensoy^will; she is their 
only relation that J know of, and she is their father’s sister.” 

“ My Ifidy,” intcirupted Nana, putting her black head 
inside the room, “imrsee say little piccaninny not seem 
well - if my lady go see ? ” 

There was no need of a second sufcmons. Lady Ashley 
darted across the passage to the room occupied by hit 
infant. The wet-nurse had it in her arms, its eyes ^ero 
heavy and its face flushed. 

it it w(‘re older, I should viy it was about it*' teeth,” 
cried madame, who had follonod. 

“ Send instantly for the doctor,” intemipted T^ady Ashley, 
putting herself into a state of great excitemeuL ** Let him 
tie brought without an instant’s loss of time.” 

Madame went to give the necessary orders. AThen she 
returned, liady Ashley was pacing the room as if she were 
walking for a wager, the eluld clasped in her arms, ** But 
milacli is troubling herself mcfl’c than there’s occasion for,” 
rcmonstiafcfcd the landlady. 

^lore than there’s occasion for reiterated Lady Ashley. 
“ This child’s life is of greater value than ours ; better we 
all died together than ho.” 

“ Oh, miladi is pleased to joke,” was ma<lamc’s rejoinder,' 
” A child’s life is preeions, nobody would say to the Cohferary, 
but il cannot ho put in comparison with that of a^rown-ujt 
person—with railadi’s own, let us say, «1 child is but a 
child.” 

“ 1 tell you, upon this child’s livmg depends more thaa 
yon can form any idea Of,” retorted^ f/Udy Ashlpy, who was 
too much agitated to weigh her won^ ” He mu'^t •ii.ve! 
he shall not die ! ” * " ’ 
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T)io doctor was kcacd copiing np iUc staiis, and inadumo 
opeacd the door io rftadliicsjs. lip kxifkcd at tht child ; he 
saw nothing partjcidarty the matter with it. 

** Is it attacked witk the fe\ or ? ’* demanded J^ady AsIiIga . 

-The fever, bah ! The fever had left the town a month 
ago» Ife had told luiladi so himself. 

“Doctor,'* she impressively whi&pertd in the stiongebt 
French sjie cpntd coi^nand, and the words trembled on her 
bps, “the child mitif live. Keep, him uoll, keep him m 
life, and I will reward you as you have never yet been re¬ 
warded.'* 

The doctor looked at liudy Ashley and turned away with 
a raise of the sh()uldoi*s. *' If the child should be att«icked 
with illness^ 1 will do for him whsil lies in my skill,” he 
observed, “but for life—that is not in mortal hands, 
miladi.” 

The doctor pvesciibed some medicine and went home 
again. He was descant^ig to his wife, “ 1403 dioles de 
c.^^actercs quhls sont, ces Anglais I ” when Zan bmsb into 
his room; in his untidy slippers down at heel, without; the 
ceremony of knocking. Itonsieur lo Medeciu must fly up to 
the hotel upon wings. The infant had gone into a con¬ 
vulsion, and mfladi its mother was stark fiantic. 

liittle rest that day had the worried doctor between the 
“ frantic ^ mother^md the sick child. It relapsed from one 
convulsion into another, the last occurring about fcw'ehc 
o'clock ^ night. In tiiat it died* It happened-r-it 
wonderful to s^*^and refl.ect how great emergencies are sure 
to he provided fdr a Swiss Protestant minister halted 
for that eveidng at the hotel, the landlady suggested that 
he should baptl^ the iiii^nt: indeed, the w'hole arrondissc< 
ment had been alive with the scan^l of its having been 
delaj'ed so long—‘i these eateless heretics I and Ladj 
Ashley, when convinced tb^ro was ^o hope of its life. 
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consented* So poor little Philip Ryle wfts made a Christian 
to die.' 

Excited, unmajiogeahle as Lady Asliley had been that 
nhole day, ^itli the chikPs death she relaped into com- 
l>arafcivc calmness, lint she i^ould not he &i>okon tf>. T*lio 
attendants su^iyested her retiring to re-it: she ^va\t•d them 
off, and paced I’cstlessly from one room to aaotkei', multer- 
in" words between her cIos<id teeth .ajjd ges^ieulating with 
her hands, as if she w'ero deUating some question with herselL 

Alorning came, and with it commenced ilie preparations 
for the child s faneral.* It was to take place that evening, 
lisdy Afthlej* indignantly protested against the haste, and 
the authorities were r(*qiie»tc<l to allow it to be delayed. 
'Phey refused ; they sa ill there were no grounds for granting 
the r(*ipicat, and nobody bad ever asked such a thing before. 
l*iie Protestant minister had to rtanain to bury it; 

and Monsieur le Cure, the local priest, ■with magnanimous 
generosity, allowed it to be laid jpst o\itside hi% cemetery; 
not inside, lest it might contaminate the asho'^ of the 4e- 
partgd Roman Catholics. * Another funeral also took place 
the same afternoou'^that of the ‘widow of the ill-fated 
Etienne Uaux, the postboy. The whole population of the 
pliwc turned ort to attend them through the rain: a few 
were attracted by sympathy to that of Madame Eyennei 
but the masses flocked to the other, curi&us to witness the 
ceremonies of the heretics over the burial of their dead. 

La^jC in the e\'ening, Madame Dusommerard Wto fai her 
kilcJ’cn, scolding her maids, for the seven o’clo^ supper 
was not ready. It had b(^ea a noted day, what with the 
funeral from the hojise and the other one, and the Kiris had 
seized upon the opportunity for enjoying a gossip j con- 
se<]uently their work suffered, and madame Was holding 
forth in rather shrill tones, She w'as in the midst of a 
sentence, specially hju’led at*Mam’sellc Th^r^siue, whon, 
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Upon tuttiing liei‘ liva^i, who should she see, staudiuj^ iii the 
Biiddle of the kitchen, but Lady A^^hiey, dressed to out. 

Madoiuc’s tongue aud words dropped to the boftness of 
butter in suinmcr. What could she have the pleasure of 
* doing for imladl ? To think that luiladi should ha\ e con¬ 
descended to como dowd thei-e, amongst the ca'^seroles ! 

“ I want a guide,” said Lady Asliloy—some one to go 
out with me. I wish to go and sec those poor orphan 
children. I*ct one of the servants show mo the way,” she 
added. 

But miladi surely will never do such a thing to-night’* 

®cried madanie, “Everybody must appreciate* niiladi's 
, benevolent thoughts, but she must consider her own comfort 
and health. It is pitch dark, and the luin pouring down ^ 
still, as it has done all day. Miladi had better uuit till 
morning.” 

Miladi chose to go then. So OiMestine, in obedience to 
orders, threw on her ample olive-green cloth cloak and 
attended her. 

^“Is it far?” inquired Lady AsUloy, walking under the 
largo, bright scarlet umbrcllaj which Celestino held. 

“ About six or seven minutes’ walk,” responded the girl. 

“ We follow the gutter- 7 -w^ould miladi jdeasc to take care of 
lier long petticoats’ P—tben turn to the right, then to the 
left, $nd miladi is*at it.” 

They reached the place, Celestino piloting Lady Ashley 
up the stairs. The sister of Etienne Baux had entered, and 
taken pd^session of the room, the fm'nitxire, and the children. 
Eour ohildren asleep in the bed in the recess, tw'o at 
the top of th^ bed, two at the fdot, ErCnch fashion; another 
slept in the bed in the room, aud the infant, now a month 
old, Marie. Baux held in her arms, feedbig it with Bon..c 
broth’from her 0 W 4 supper. Two gossips were seated near, 
having dropped in to bear her company. 
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‘ It is Miladi Xniciftise/’ \%as Ctdesiiiie’a intiodiictiou W 
ihc abtonisUed Demoiselle Buux. $lio is come to see tlio 
poor little orphans, all tbronejli the dark ^nd^ Tiet» •Madame 
Avanted her to put it off till daylight, but nothing wdii^d^do 
bnt that she most come to-niglit. Quelle dame clwritabfc i 
and hw o\vii mfaut only throe honrs bnrkd I '* 

Lady Ashley cast a glance, and but a gUuco, wn-i-ards the 
sleeping children, whiht the gO'^ips |aul ** Soir^^ and 
withdrew in all humility. Her ladyship’s attention wa^ 
liveted on the infant. *‘Is it healthy?” *s!ui in^uirocl. 
“ Is it liktlj to live ? ‘It seems a very Urge child.” 

‘‘AU**, yc^I poor nufoitunate ! ” roplud Mademoisoilo ‘ 
Bauv, “ It would have been a mercy, miladi, had it pleased 
the Holy Yirgin to roiwove it with its mother, but strong as 
jit is. it's sure to live and grow. It is the strongest and 
htartiest of all the lot. But just refliH't, miladi, what a task 
It is to fall on my hands !—I, who was beginning to thmk 
oi getting married myself. I sjiould not ha'iP cared so 
much foi* the others, although there* are five of liiom ; tl^y 
(«ia s^ift for thomsolves, afid two or three will soon bo nbic 
to do something ; but it is thi? infant that’s the tiOt IJow 
I am ho go out to my work, the saints only know ; and I 
have my regular pl«ices. I can’t leave it in bed, to he pitched 
out by the others; and I can’t leave it on the floor, to bo 
trampled on; and I can’t dance myself lmmc> three or four 
times a day, to feed it. Ah I it’s a dreadful charge to fall 
on mCj is this c hiJd I ” 

“J feci much compassion for the case,” rejoinM Lady 
Ashley, and have come to see how I can help you, 

]>o«ie I acre to take ^is infalit and bring him.up?”^ 

The Demoiselle Baux could not "understhnd. 

French was somewhat obscure; but had sne'h an offer been 
made in the most conci^^e language, aha would have tho^^t 
she heard wrongly. 
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“I liavo no boy,” I'^p^ted Lady Ashley : “ my own dtai 
little one is lust buirieft in your oemetoify* I will take tins 
0 ue, if you wilK to place/* 

IleaYens 1 but iiilili Anglaise Could ue^e? be seiious! 
Huoh an offer to descend upon the pool miserable orphan 
. Baux I iMademoiselle was btwildeml with its greatness. 
*‘Then you will give him to me ? ” said Lady Aaliley. 

** 0h» miladl I car^ it indeed be leal ^lademoisellc 
Qclostme^ <^n it be that Mdadi Anglaise is not playing the 
mtce ;irith me ? ” reiterated Marie J5au\, m teais. Miladi 
shall he pmyed for every day for a yeftr. Night and morn¬ 
ing m go into the rhuich, my own sdf, fo supplicate 
• the Til gin for her m a prayer. Such goodness is un¬ 
believable.** 

“Then 1 am to Lave him.^** lepeated Lady Ashley, 
growing impatient, j 

“Oh,whenever luiladi plcasts. And we will all fall on 
our knees ii^ thanksgiving^ It is nothing short of a miracle 
that has fallen on the infant.*’ 

The amazed Celestine crossed hdhself. She had stood^ till 
now, with her mouth opem * “ Quelle honte 1 ” she mur¬ 
mured, “ Tange de charite qu’ellc est J ’* 

“ I will take him now,** said Lady Ashley, 

“Ifpw 1 late at night t in the merciless rain I ” reiieattd 
^^tarie%a\us:. * 

♦‘-He will Come to no barm, Celestine shall put bun 
^ ttiider her cloak. Neither cold nor rain can touch hiui 
' there/* * 

^ dbring the i^ussion, had fallen asleep,, 

" Sa®mo&eJfe’ B^us: a sj&wrl roupd him and handed 

’ him to BhS ifwoped to kiss his cheelt before the 

girUii^ him4tt the ample folds of her olive cloak. “Itf iladi 
Wilh^^e kind to hiipjl slic Whispered, looking with a 
suppheatin^ expressdotf ht* A-^hlej ^ 
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“ Kind to him 1 ** repeated Lady Ashley. *• The child 
shall be brought up as my owri child. I promise it to yon 
in the hearing of Heaven. Wliat more would yo« have '* 

“ Oh, niiladi is all goodness ! we should be infid to ^ 
doubt her,” answered tim Demoiselle Baux. “ And for.4ho 
poor bits of caps and things he has, I will bfing ihcan to. 
luiladi at the hotel— 

*‘Kol” imperiously iuterrupted jiady Ai^bley. ‘‘Give 
them to any child >\ho has need of them ; and yon can cotnc 
to-morrow inorniiig and fetch an ay these he has onA’ 
r.ady Ashley aud OTcstiiie, the former condescending to 
cariy tho ponderous scarlet umbrella, had left the house au<f 
plunged into the mud outside it, when Mademoiselle Baux« 
came after them in a fiurry. ^ 

Miladi had forgotten to ask the child’s name. It was 
tto])ert. 

Considerably astonished Was the Hotel, and fill in it, 
when tlie new importation arrivt^l. The praises of Miladi 
Auglaisc were sounded from one end of it to the otj^er. 
Hacli an instance of benevolence had never before been 
heard ot. The nurse spoke up loudest of any, and seized 
the little ehQd W'ith signs of rapture. She spoke feelingly: 
ever since the other infant’s death she had been crying her 
eyes out at the prospect of losing so good a place, £^d now 
she should retain n. ♦ 

But another surprise was to fall upon the hotel: perhaps 
not ,so agreeable a one. Lady Ashley^ that night, 
summoned the landlady, and gave orders for their departure 
the following day. The nlaee was now foo moknoimlj: :l^ 
her to remain in, she said; madame might readily believe 
that—and hea* husband, Sir Henry, spoke *anYionsly in his 
letters for her return. He was already at their ow^ home, 
Ashley. • . 

Madame replied ^hat she "knew well St. Ott^t must be 
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aud though ‘soiry to Jose miladi, she could not of 
course urge her reiuaimag. But she hoped they might see 
imladi again some time: perhaps next smnmer. 

Lady Ashley could not say. It was very far from 
Kngland. Madame might picsent the hill in the luornuig, 
4 ind see to the post-hoi*he&. She should shut hi the middle 
of the day. 

the West Jndj^m servant, stood waitmg to uudrtss 
Ijj^r lady that night, and it seemed she was to wait in Viiin. 
CciUiiily, Lady Ashley could l3ear an iucrediblc amount ot 
f itjgue. The u hole of the previous night she had ^vired the 
looms in excitement, aud this one, when it raighf be thought 
•she would have been glad ol rest and sleep, she was pacing 
them stub Kana was tired,If her miBtross was not: it was 
close upon midnight: and as the monotonous footsteps of 
Lady Ashley sounded on her ear from the adjacent rooms 
steep stole o\cr her. 

How long;she slept shejilid not know, but her arm wms 
siu]^enly and rudely shaken. She started up to see her 
mistress bending over her. 

** Nana i uttered Lady Aaliley, with that resolute look 
on hcl dark face, and those pale compressed lips which the 
good, faithful woman disliked to see—* Nana, do you want 
'to ho fogged ? 

“ Ha 1 mercy, my lady ! Nana only shut her eyes for she 
think one littfe minute, and sleep come, come, without her 
knowing it.’* 

“ Tuit 1 away if you like, when you are not wanted; 
what do eaije'? It is many years since you were 
floggfed-::—^ , 

** Oh, many, &any,” interrupted the woman, beginning to 
tremble. “ My lady, what poor Nana do ? ” 

“■Wiii Jrott hear mey woman ? I speak not of those old, 
light ftoggiifga l4 the West Indies and ^ Madras, but 1 ask 
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if you would like to flogged till you diop —till joil 
die?'* 

What with the sudden waking, and the woirds, (iho woman 
trembled so violently that her teeth began to chatter j but, 
fiom the fox’ee of habit, she ga\e a straightforwaid auswet. 

“ No, It would be dreadful so to be punished now. hy 
does in^ lady threaten it 

**I threaten it onlj m of disobedient c Ton 

hcvvc seen that child 1 brought here to-night; it is to \jp 
mine. Do you untlei stand ^ When w e get home to ISngUiid, 
it i?> to be tht Uitle*(,hild I lost. None know that he i6 
dead: 1 lu>*e not wiitteu : they nevei will know it. An<t 
if evu >ou bieathe a word of the truth—yord that this is* 
not the child Sii ITouf) Iclt hele—you shall he scourged as 
I tell you.” 

The daik West Indun blood luslied into Lady Ashby’s 
cxcihd face,and liei clenched Imds shook she held them 
tbieatcmngly at Nana The kdl^i spoki: • 

“My lady knows that Nana always obey her, ^Iw^jS, 
alw^js. Naua her own slave and her mother’s slave bafoie 
hci If my lady say Nana jump into that flie, Nana dp it. 
My lady onl> tell Nana what to say, and Nana say it/* 

“ It Id well,” letuiued Lad) .Vshley, “ Remember/’ 

“ But nuisee not a slave,” suddenly exolaimod the ijomau, 
as HU idea appeared to strike her. “how my lady make 
nursee say it was the same child ? ” ^ 

“Jhat is my business,” retoited Lady Ashley.^ ^‘Youri 
lb to mind w’hat 1 have commanded jou.*'" 
ft was one o’cIo(.k the .next dsy, abodt fpcp-tecpi jreeks 
from the period of Jbi0r arriWat 8t. Quest,'tW La^ Ashley 
ijuittcd the hotel fl[er black maid, the Inffmt Rohert 
and the nnrse, who was a native of Str afsoompanying 
hei. She had been a profitable gues^* We the hotel ditl'not 
oUlu mut with, ^nd MorfSieTir Adguste Du<u?mmeraid, 



"JUMDI WIU BE KIND t6 HIM?” 


V 


iife wife, the thijee ttiajds, and Z^n all stood in the 
street to salute her, on the rigfhtknd left tS. the porte cochiie. 
Half the tj>wn had Bkewiso ehhgj’ei^ated there to watch the 
depiirture, the Hemoisellh Banx and the orphan clnklrm 
•forjning ptnt of them, while murmttringa of prater foi 
Hiladi Anglawe the augei canght the ear* Lady Ashky 
''gave a cold 'how on either side, apd the Uarriage moved up 
the hill, M it toiled past the cemetery ihc lady east a 
passidnate, regretful glance towards a spot of earth near it, 
Aid when it was no longer visible she ftung herscit hack in 
licr seat, and her eyes fell upon the infant opposite to her. 
•If we may believe all tales, that little child is not the only 
^ one who has been palmed off for a real heir. 



